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PREFACE. v 
But ſhould any Error of my Pen awaken Clariſſ. 


Bentleium to enlighten the World with his Annotati- 


ons on our Author, I fhall not think that the leaſt Re- 
ward or Happineſs ariſing. to me from theſe my En- 
deavours, 3 

L ſhall wave at preſent, what hath cauſed ſuch Feuds 
in the learned World, Whether this Piece was origi- 
nally written by Shakeſpear, tho? certainly that, were 
it true, mult add a conſiderable Share to its Merit; e- 
ſpecially, with ſuch who are ſo generous as to buy 
and to commend what they never read, from an im- 
plicic Faith in the Author only: A Faith! which our 
Age abounds in as much, as it can be called deficient 


in any other. 1 

Let it ſuffice, that the Tragedy of Tragedies, or, The 
Life and Death of Tom Thumb, was written in the 
— 2 of Queen Elizabeth. Nor can the Objection 
made by Mr. D—, That the Tragedy muſt then have 
been antecedent to the Hiſtory, have any Weight, when 
we conſider, That tho? the Hiſtory of Tomb Thumb, 
printed by and for Edward 1, at the Louk- 
ing Glaſs on Zondon-Bridge, be of a later Date; till 
muſt we ſuppoſe this Hiſtory to have been tranſcribed 
from ſome other, unleſs we ſuppoſe the Writer there- 
of to be inſpired: A Gift very faintly conten. 
ded for by the Writers of our Age. As to this Hiſto- 
ry's not bearing the Stamp of Second, Third or Fourth 
Edition, I ſee but little in that Objection; Editions be- 
ing very uncertain Lights to judge of Books by: And 
perhaps Mr. 41 may have joined twenty Edi. 


tions in one, as Mr. C-—{ hath ere now divided one 


into twenty. 

Nor doth the other Argument, drawn from the little 
Care our Author hath taken to keep up to the Letter 
of the Hiſtory, carry any greater Force, Are there 
not Inſtances of Plays, wherein the Hiſtory is ſo per- 
verted, that we can know the Heroes whom they ce- 
lebrate by no other Marks than their Names? Nay, do 
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vi FRE FACE. 
we net find the ſame Character placed by different Poets 
in ſuch different Lights, that we can diſcover not the 
leaſt Sameneſs, or even Likenels in the Features. The So- 
phonisba of Mairet, and of Lee. is a tender, paſſionate, 
amorous Miſtreſs of Maſſiniſſa; Corneille, and Mr. 
Thomſon give her no other Paſſion but the Love of her 
Country, and make her as cool in her Affection to 
Maſſiuiſſa as to. Syphax. In the two latter, ſhe reſem- 
ies the Character of Queen Elizabeth; in the two 

former, ſhe is the Picture of Mary Qucen of Scotland. 
In ſhort, the one Sophonisba is as different from the 
other, as the Brutus of Voltaire, is from the Marius 
Jun. of Otta; or as the Migerva is from the Venus 
of the Ancients, . | 

Let us now procced to a regular Examination of the 
Tragedy before us. In which 1 ſhell treat ſeparately 
of the Fable, the Moral, the Characters, the Senti- 
ments, and the Diction. And fit of the 

Fabls; Which I take to be the moſt ſimple imagin- 
able; and, to uſe the Words of an eminent Author, 
One, regular and uniform, not charged with a Mul- 
© riplicity of thcidents, and yet aftording ſeveral Revo- 
© jutions of Fortune; by which the Paſhons may be 
© excited, varied, and driven to their fall Tumult of 
Emotion.“ Nor is the Action of this Tragedy 
leſs great than uniform. The Spring of all, is the Love 
of Tom IJhumbò for Huncamunca, Which cauſeth the 


Quarrel between their Niajeſties in the ſi ſt Act; the Paſ- 


ſion of Lord Grizz!e in the Second; the Rebellion, 
Fall of Lord Grizzle and Glumdalca, Devouring of 
Tom Thamb by the Cow, and that bloody Cataſtrophe 
in the Third, | 
Nor is the Moral of this excellent Tragedy leſs no- 
ble than the Fable; it teaches thele two inſtructive 
Letſons. viz. That human Happineſs 13 exceeding tran- 
fici:t and, That Death is the certain End ot all Men 
the former whereof is inculcated by the fatal End of 
Jem thumb; the latter by that of all the other Parſo- 
nages. | The 
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H. Scriblerus Secundus, 


PREFACE. 


T E Town hath ſeldom been more divided in 


its Opinion, than concerning the Merit of the 

following Scenes. Whilſt ſome publickly af- 
firmed, That no Author could produce ſo fine a Piece 
but Mr. Y „others have with as much Vehe- 
mence inſiſted, That no one could write any thing ſo 
bad, but Mr. F ; 

Nor can we wonder at this Diſſention about its Me- 
rit, when the learned World have not unanimouſly 
decided even the very Nature of this Tragedy. For 
thoꝰ moſt of the Univerſities in Europe have honoured 
it with the Name of Egregium & mnaximi pretii opus, 
Tragædiis tam antiquis quam novis longe anteponendum z 


Nay Dr. B— hath pronounced, Citi Mevit ZEnc- * 


adem quam Scribleri iſtius Tragædiam hanc crediderim, 
cuſus Autorem Senecam ipſum tradidiſſe haud dubitas 
rim; and the great Profeſlor Burman hath ſtiled Tem 
Thumb, Eeroum omnium Tragicorum facile Principem, 
Nay, tho? it hath, among other Languages, been tran- 
flated into Dutch, and celebrated with great Applauſe 
at Amſierdam (where Buricſque never came) by the 
Title of Mynheer Vander Thumb, the Burgomaſters 
receiving it with that reverent and filent Attention, 
which becometh an Audience at a deep Tragedy: Not- 


with- 


iv PREFACE. 
withſtanding a!l this, there have not been wanting 
ſome who have repreſented theſe Scenes ina ludicrous 
Light; and Mr. D hath been heard to ſay wich 
ſome Concern, That he wondered a Tragical and 
Chriſtian Nation would permit a Repreſentation on 
its Theatre, fo viſibly deſigned to ridicule and extir- 
pate every thing that is Great and Solemn among us. 

This learned Critick and his Followers, were led 
into ſo great, an Error, by that ſurreptitious and pira- 
rica! Copy, Which ſtole laſt Year into the World; with 
What Injuſtice and Prejudice to our Author, I hope 
will be acknowledged by every one who thall happi- 
Iy peruſe this genuine and original Copy. Nor can I 
help remarking, to the great Praiſe of our Author, that 
however imperfect the former was, ſtill did even that 
faint Reſcmbvlance of the true Tom Thumb, contain 
ſufficient Beauties to give it a Run of upwards of For- 
ty Nights, to the politeſt Audiences. But, notwith- 
ſtanding that Applauſe which it received from all the 
beſt Judges, it was as ſeverely cenſured by ſome few bad 
ones: and l believe, rather maliciouſly than ignorant- 
ly, reported to have been intended a Burleſque on the 
loftieſt Parts of Tragedy, and deſigned to baniſh what 
we generally call fine Things from the Stage 

Now, if 1 can fer my Country right in an Affair of 
this Importance, I ſhall lightly eſteem any Labour 
Which it may coſt. And this 1 the rather undertake, 
Firſt. as it is indeed in ſome meaſure incumbent on 
me to v.ndicate myſelf from that ſurreptitious Copy 
before mentioned, publiſhed by ſome ill meaning Peo- 
ple, under my Name: Secondly, as knowing my ſelf 
more capable of doing juſtice to our Author, than a- 
ny other Man, as I have given my ſelf more Pains to 
arrive at a thorough Underſtanding of this little Piece, 
having for ten Years together read nothiag elſe; in 
which Time, I think | may modeſtly preſume, with 
the Help of my Vngliſh D ctionary, to comprehend all 
the Meanings of every Word in it. 


But 


PRESNACE. ix 
our Author excelleth in both. He is very rarely with” 
in ſight through the whole Play, either rifing _ 
than the Eye of your Underſtanding can ſoar, or ſink- 
ing lower than it careth to ſtoop. But here it may 
perhaps be obſerved, that I have given more frequent 
Inſtances of Authors who have imitated him in the 
Sublime, than in the contrary. To which I anſwer, 
Firſt, Bombaſt being properly a Redundancy of Geni- 
us, Inſtan this Nature occur in Poets, whoſe 
Names do more Honour to our Author, than the Wri. 
ters in the Hoggrel, which proceeds from a cool, calm, 
weighty way of thinking. Inſtances whereof are moſt 
frequently to be found in Authors of a lower Claſs, 
Secondly, That the Works of ſuch Authors are dith- 
cultly found at all. Thirdly, That it is a very hard 
Task to read them, in order to extract theſe Flowers 
from them. And Laſtly, It is very often difficult to 
tranſplant them at all; they being like ſome Flowers 
of a very nice Nature, which will flouriſh in no 
Soil but their own: For it is eaſy to tranſcribe a 
Thought, but not the Want of one. The Earl of E/- 
ſex, for Inſtance, is a little Garden of choice Rarities, 
Whence you can ſcarce tranſplant one Line fo as to pre- 
ſerve its original Beauty. This muſt account to the 
Reader for his miſſing the Names of ſeveral of his Ac- 
quaintance, which he bad certainly found here, had [ 
ever read their Works; for which, if I have not a juſt 
Eſteem, I can at leaſt ſay with Cicero, Quæ non con- 
temno, quippe que nunquam legerim. However, that 
the Reader may meet with due Satisfaction in this 
Point, I have a young Commentator from the Univer- 
ſity, who is reading over all the modern Tragedies, at 
five Shillings a Dozen, and collecting all that they have 
ſtole from our Author, which ſhall ſhortly be added 
as an Appendix to this Work. 


Dram» 


Dramatis Perſone. 


King Arthur, A paſſionate ſort of King, Huſ- 
band to Queen Do/lalslla, of whom he ſtands 
a little in Fear; Father to Hancamunca, whom 
he is very fond of; and in Love with Glum- 
dalca. 
Tem Thumb the Great, A little Hero with a great 
Soul, ſomething violent in his Temper,which Toung 
is 2 —_— abated by his Love dr pon ng Verhmycks 
Ghoſt of Gaffar Thumb, A whimiical ſort o 
- +4 ff : : Jar, Lary, 
Lord Grizz/e, Extremely zealous for the Li- 
berty of the Subject, very cholerick in his & Mr, Jones. 
Temper, and in Love with Huncamwnca. 
Merlin, A Conjurer, and in ſome ſort Father I Mr. Hallam, 
to Tom Thumb. 
Noodle, Courtiers in Place, and conſequently 1 Reynol di 
Doodle, of that Party that is uppermoſt, MI. Wathan, 
Favdle, A Courtier that is out of Place, and ] Me Ayres, 
canſequently of that Party that is undermoſt. n 


Mr. Mullart. 


Bailiſ, and 2 Mr. Peterſon, 

Felber, Jof the Paery of the Platt. Izir Nile 

Parſon, Of the Side of the Church. Mr, i- 
WOMEN. 


Queen Dollalolla, Wife to King Arthur, and 
Mother to Huncamunca, a Woman entirely 
faultleſs, ſaving that ſhe is a little given ro Mrs. Mullart. 
Drink; a little too much a Virago towar | 
| her Husband, and in Love with Tom Thumb. 
The Princeſs Huncamunca, Daughter to their 
Majeſties King Arthur and Queen Dollalolla 
of a very ſweet, gentle, and amorous Diſpo- 
firion, equally in Love with Lord Grizz/ 
and Tom Thumb, and: defirous to be married 
to them both. _ 
Glumdalca, of the Giants, a Captive Queen, be- J- 
lov'd by the King, but in as end. Dar Jars. Dove. 


Mrs. Jones. 


 Cleora, 7 of Honour, in + Neodle. ] 


Muſtacha, Love with I Doodle. 


Courtiers, Guards, Rebels, Drums, Trumpets, Thun- 
der and Lightning. 


SCEN E the Court of King Arthur, and à Plain 
thereabouts, | 


_—— « > 
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PREFACE. vii 
The Characters are, I think, ſufficiently deſcribed in 
the Dramatis Perſone; and | believe we ſhall find few 
f Plays, where greater Care is taken to maintain them 
throughout, and to preſerve in every Speech that cha- 
racteriſtical Mark which diſtinguiſhes them from each 
other. But (ſays Mr. D—) how well doth tha 
| Character of Tom Thumb, whom we muſt call the 
© Hero of this Tragedy, if it hath any Hero, a- 
© gree with the Preceps of Ariſtotle, who defineth 
Tragedy. to be the Imitation of a ſhort but perfe*t Acti. 

© on, containing a juſt Greatneſs in it ſelf, &c. What 
| © Greatneſs can be in a Fellow, whom Hiſtory rela- 
| © teth to have been no higher than a Span?“ This 
- Gentleman ſcemeth to think, with Serjeant Kite, that 
the Greatneſs of a Man's Soul is in Proportion to that 
of his Body, the contrary of which is afirmed by our 
| Engliſh Phyſognominical Writers. Beſides, if | under- 
| ſtand Ariſtotle right, he ſpeaketh only of the Greatneſs 

| of the Action, and not of the Perſon. 

As for the Sentiments and the Diction, which now 
only remain to be ſpoken to; I thought 1 could afford 
them no ſtronger futification than by producing pa- 
rallel Paſſages out of the beſt of our Exgliſh Writers. 
Whether this Sam̃eneſs of Thought and Expreſſion 
which 1 have quotted from them, proceeded from an 
Agreement in date Way of Thinking; or whether they 
have borrowed from our Author, I leave the Reader 
to determine. I ſhall adventure to affirm this of the 
Sentiments of our Author; That they are generally 
the moſt familiar which I have ever met with, and at 
the ſame Time delivered with the higheſt Dignity of 
Phraſe; which brings me to ſpeak of his Diftion. — 
Here I ſhall only beg one Poſtulatum, viz Thar the 
greateſt Perfection of the Language of a Tragedy is, 
: that it is not to be underſtood; which granted (as I 
think it muſt be) it will neceſſary follow, that the only 

ways to avoid this, is by being too high or too low 
for the Underſtanding, which will comprehend every 


thing 
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ding within its Reach. Thoſe two Extremities of 
Stile Mr. Dryden illuſtrates by the familiar Image of 
rwo Inns, which I ſhall term the Aerial and the Sub- 
. Seder at arank oh 

Horace and ſhewerh when it is proper 
to call at one of theſe [nns, and when at the other. 


Telephus & Pelens, cum pauper & exul uterque, 

Projicit Ampullas & Seſquipedalia Verba. 

That he approveth of the Seſquipedalia Verba, is plain; 
for had not Telephus ex Peleus uſed this fort of Diction 
in Proſperity, they could not have dropt it in Adverſi- 
ty. The Aerial [nn, therefore (ſays Horace) is proper. 
only to be frequented by Princes and other great Men, 
in the higheſt Affluence of Fortune; the Subterreſtrial 
is appointed for the Entertainment of the poorer Sort 
of People only, whom Horace adviſes, 
—— Aolere Sermone pedeſtri. 

The true Meaning of both which Citations is, That 
Bombaſt is the proper Language for Joy, and Doggrel 
for Grief, the latter of which is literally imply'd in the 
He pedeſiris, as the former is in the Seſguipellalia 
Verba. 

Cicero recommendeth the former of theſe; Quid 
eft ram furioſum wel tragicum quam verborum ſonitus- 
inanis, nulla ſubjecta Sententia neque Scientia, What 
can be ſo proper for Tragedy, as a Set of big founding 
Words. fo contrived together, as ro convey no Mean- 
ing; Which I ſhall one Day or other prove to be the 
Sublime of Longinus. Ovid declarcth abſolutely for the 
latter lun: 


Omne genus ſcripti gravitate Tragedia vincit. 


Tragedy hath of all Writings the greateſt Share in the 


Bat hos, which is the Profound of Scriblerus. 

Il hall not preſume to determine which of theſe two 

Stiles be properer for Tragedy. Ir ſufficeth that 
| our 
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A e T. I SCENE I. 


Kall a fine Summer's Day : So that according to this their 


SCE N E, The Palace. 


Doodle, Noodle 


DoopLs. 
Ib URE, ſuch a (a) Day as this was never 
Wa © feen ! 
The Sun himſelf, on this auſpicious 
BF. Day 
W Shines, like a Beau in a new Birth. Pay 
Suit: This 


— 


(4) Corneille recommends ſome very remarkable Day, 
wherein to fix the Action of a Tragedy, This the beſt of 
our Tragical Writers have underftood to mean a Day re- 
markable for the Serenity of the Sky, or what we generally 


Expoſition, the ſame Months are proper for Tragedy, which 
are proper for Paſtoral, Moſt of our celebrated Evgiiſh Tra- 
gedies, as Cats, Mariamne, Tameriane, & c. begin with their 
Obſcrvations on the Morning, Lee ſeems to have come the 
neareſt to this beautiful Deſcription of out Authors; 

g ; The 
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2 The Life and Death of 
This down the Seams embroider*d; that the Beams. 


All Nature wears one univerſal Grin. 


Nood. This Day, O Mr. Doodle, is a Day 
Indeed, (b) a Day we never law before. 
The mighty (c Thomas Thumb victorious comes; 
Millions of Giants crowd his Chariot Wheels, 
C4) Giants! to whom the Giants in Guild hall 


Are 

The Morning dawns with an unwonted Crimſon, 

The Flowers all odorous ſcem, the Garden Birds 

Cing louder, and the laughing Sun aſicnd:, 

The gaudy Earth with an unuſual Brightneſs, 

All Nature ſmiles, Cæſ. Borg. 
Maſſie in the new Sophonisba is alſo a Favourite of the 

"'\ Ss p | 


-====- The Sun tos ſeems 
As conſcious of my Foy with breader Eye 
To look abroad the World, and all t hiugs ſmile 
Like Sophonisba. | 
Memnon in the Perfian Princeſt, makes the Sun decline ri- 
ſing, that he may not peep on Objects, wiich would pro- 
phane his Brightneſs, 
— The Morning riſes flow, 
«And all theſe 1uddy Streaks thai us d to paint 
The Days approach, are loſt in Cleuds as if 
The Horrors of the Night had ſent em backs 
To warn the Sun, he ſhould net leave the Sta, 
To peep, &c. | 0 
{b) This Line is highly conformable to the beautiful Sim- 
plicity of the Antients. It has been copied by almoſt eve- 


ry Modern, | 
Not to be is not to be in Woes State of Innocence. 
Love is not Sin but where tis ſinful Love, Don Sebaſtian, 
Nature is Nature, Lælius. Sophonisba. 


Men are but Men, we did not make aur ſelves, Revenge. 
(c) Dr. 3——- 5 reads the mighty Tall maſt Thumb, 


—_—— ——— 


* , 
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Mr. D------ s the mighty Thumping Thumb, Mr. T------d * 


reads Thundering. I think Thomas more agreeable to the 
reat Simplicity ſo apparent in our Author. : 
(4) That learned Hiſtorian Mr, S- u in the third Num- 
ber of his Criticiſm on our Author, takes great Pains to 


explode this Paſſage, It is, ſays he, difficult ro gueſs whar 


Giants 


e ri- 
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Sim- 
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ence. 
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Are Infant Dwarfs. They frown, and foam, and roar, 
While Thumb regardlels of their Noile rides on. 
So ſome Cock Sparrow in a Farmer's Yard, 
Hops at the Head of an huge Flock of Furkeys. 

Dood, When Goody Thumb ficit brought this Thos 

mas forth, 

The Genius of our Land triumphant reign'd; 
Then, then, Oh Arthur! did thy Genius reign. 

| Nood, They tell me it is (e) whilper'd in the * 

B 


—_ —_— 
— * . - 


Giants are here meant, unleſs the Giant Deſpair iu the Pi- 
grins Progreſs, or the Giant Greatneſs in the N Vilgms 
for 1 have heard of no other ſort of Giants iu the Reign of 
King Arthur. Petrus Burmanus makes three Tor. Thunb: 
one whereof he ſuppoſes to have been the ſame Perſon whom 
the Grecks called Hercules, and that by theſe Giants are to be 
underſtood the Centayrs flain by that Heroe, Another Tom 
Thumb he contends to have been no other than the Herr 4 
Triſmegeſtus of the Antieats, The third Tn Thumb he places 
under the Reign of King Arthur, to which third Tom Thumb, 
ſays he, the Actions of the other two were attributed. Now 
tho? 1 know that this Opinion is ſupported by an Aſſertion 
of Fuſtus Lipſius, Thomam illum Thumbum non alum quam Her- 
culem fuiſſe ſat is con ſta 3 vet ſhall 1 venrure to oppoſe One 
Line of Mr. Midwinter, againſt them all, x 

In Arthur's court Tom Thumb did live. 
But then, ſays Dr. B-----y, if we place Tom Thumb in the 
Court of King Arthur, it will be proper to place that Court 
out of Britain, where no Giants were ever heard of. Spencer, 
in his Fairy Queen, is of another Opinion, where delſciibiug 
Allien he lays, 

TG For within a ſalvage Nation dwelt 

Of hideous Giants, 
And in the ſame Canto, 

Then Elfar, whe two Brethren Grants had, 

The one of which had two Head: 

The other three, 
Rifum teneatis, Amici. 
(e) To whiſper in Books, ſays Mr. B-, is errant Non- 

ſenſe. I am afraid this learned Man does not ſufficient! 
underſtand the extenſi ve Meaning of the Word Whiſper, If 


he 


a 

a © 
. 
*. 
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4 The Life and Death of 


Of all our Sages, that this mighty Hero 

By Merliz*s Art begor, hath not a Bone 

Within his Skin, but is a Lump of Griſtle. 
Dvod, Then *tis a Griſtle of no mortal Kind, 


Some God, my Noodle, ſtept into the Place 


Ot Gaffer Thxmb, and more than (// half begor, 
1 his mighty Tom. 
Nood.— — (g) Sure he was ſent Expreſs 
From Heav'n, to be the Pillar of our State. 
Tho? ſmall his Body be, ſo very ſmall, 
A Chairman's Leg is more than twice as large; 
Yer 1s his Soul like any Mountain big, 
And as a Mountain once brought forth a Mouſe, 
(% So doth this Mouſe contain a mighty Mountain. 
v Dood. 


nn 


he had rightly underſtood what is meant by the Senſes Whi- 
Jo" ring the Soul in the Perſian Princeſs, or what Whiſp"ring like 
Winds is in QAurengzebe, or like Thundet in another Au- 
thor, he would have underſtood this. Eumeline in Dryden 
ſees a Voice, but ſhe was born blind, which is an Excuſe 
Panthea cannot plead in Cyrus, who hears a ſight, 
——— Tour Deſcription will ſurpaſi, 
«All Fiction, Painting, or dumb Shew of Horror, 
| That ever Ears yet heard, or Eyes beheld. 
When Mr. D-----s underſtands theſe he will underftand Whi- 


ſp' ting in Books. 


eme Ru ept inte his Fathers Place, 
«4 And — half begot him. Mary Q. of Scots. 
) — Fer Ulamar ſeems ſent Expreſs from Heaven, 
To civilize this rugged ludian (lime. Liberty A ſſerted. 
(%) Omne majus continet in fe minus, ſed minus non m ſe majus 
ontinere poteſt, ſays Scaliger in Thumbo, ------ I ſuppoſe he 
Would have cavilled at theſe beautiful Lines in the Earl of 
Ex; 
iy moſt inveterate Soul, 
That * through the foul Priſon of thy Body. 
And at thoſe of Dryden, 
The Palace is without tos well deſign'd, 
Condutt me in, for I will view thy Mind. Aurengzebe. 


1 
9 
4 


| (i) The Giant Nurſes frighten Cuildren with it; 


Tom Thumb the Great. * 


Dood. Mountain indeed! So terrible his Name, 


And cry Tom Thumb is come, and if you are 
Naughty, will ſurely take the Child away. 
Nood. But hark! (C) theſe Trumpets ſpeak the 
King's Approach. 
D-ad. He comes moſt luckily for my Petition. 
| Flouriſh, 


SCENE. I. 
King, Queen, Grizzle, Noodle, Doodle, Foodle. 


King. (1) Let nothing but a Face of Joy appear; 

The Man who frowns this Day ſhall loſe his Head, 

That he may have no Face to frown withal. 

Smile, Dollalolla— Ha! what wrinkled Sorrow, 

(m) Hangs, fits, lies, frowns upon thy knitted Brow ? 
B 2 Whence 


ti 
— —— —— — 


(i) Mr. Ban hath copied this almoſt Veibatim, 
It was enough to ſay, heres Eſſex come, | 
i And Nurſes ffild their Children with the fright. E. of Eſſex. 
| 2 The Trumpet in a Tragedy is generally as much as 
to ſay enter King: Which makes Mr. Banks in one of his 
Plays call it the Trumpet's formal Sound. 
(0) Phraortes in the Captives ſeems to have been acquaint- 
ed with King Arthur. 
Proclaim 4 Feſtival for ſeven Days ſpace, 
Let the Court ſbine in all its Pomp and Luſire, 
Let all our Streets reſound with Shouts of Foy 
; Let Muſick's Care-diſpelling Voice be heard, 
| The ſumpt uous Banquet, and the flowing Goblet 
Shall warm the Check, and fill the Heart with Gladneſs, 
Aſt arbe all fit Miſtreſs of the Feaſt, 
| (m) Repentance frowns on thy contratted Brow, Sophonisba. 
Hung on his clouded Brow, I mark'd Deſpair. Ibid. 
tact mode A ſullen Gloom, 
Scowls on his Brow, Puſiris, 
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| 


Another, 


6 The Liſe amd Death of 
hence flow thoſe Tears faſt down thy blub ber'd 


Checks, 


Like a ſwoln Gutter, guſhing through the Streets? 


Queen. (y) Excels of Joy, my Lord, I've heard 
Folks ſay, 


Gives Tears as certain as Exceſs of Grief. 


King. If it be ſo, let all Men cry for Joy, 


(o) Till my whole Court be drowned wich their 


Tears; 


Nay, till they overflow my utmoſt Land, 
And leave me Nothing bur the Sea to rule. 


Dood. My Liege, I a Petition have here got, 
King. Petition me no Petitions, Sir, to day; 
Let other Hours be ſet apart for Buſineſs, 
To- 


B:. I CITY _—_ r . FLY * £4 1 


— 


(n) Plato is of this Opinion, and ſo is Mr. Banks 3 
Beheld theſe Tears ſpruny from ſreſh Pam and Foy. 
E. of Eſſex. 
(-) Theſe Floods are very frequent in the Tragick Au- 


Near to ſome murmuring Brook ll lay me down, 
Whoſe Waters if they ſhozld tes ſhallow flow, 
My Tears ſhall ſwell them up till 1 will drown. 
Lee*s Sophonisba. 
Pouring forth Tears at ſuch a laviſh Rate, 
That were the World on Fire, they might have drown > 
The Wrath of Heav'n, and quench*& the might y Ruin. 
Mithridates, 
One Author changes the Waters of Grief to thoſe of Joy, 
—— Theſe Tears that ſprung from Tides of Grief, 
Are now augmented to d Flood of Foy, Cyrus the Great, 


Turns all the Streams of Hate, and make them flow 

In Pity's Channel, Royal Villain, 
One drowns himſelf, 

Pit like a Torrent pours me down, 

Now I am drowning all within a Deluge, Anna Bullen. 
rut drowns the whole World, 


Our ſwelling Grief 
Shall melt into à Del/ure, and the World 
Shall drown in Tears, Cyrus the Great, 


ak, 


t. 
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7 
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Tom Thumb the Great. 7 


To day it is our Pleaſure to be (p) drunk, 
And this our Queen ſhall be as drunk as We. 
Dieen. (Tho' I already (4) half Seas over am) 
If the capacious Goblet overtlow ' | 
With Arrack-Punch — tore George! 1'Il ſec it out; 
Of Rum, and Brandy, I'll not taſte a Drop. 
King. Tho' Rack, in Punch, Eight Shillings be a 
Quart, 
And Rum and Brandy be no more than Six, 
Rather than quarrel, you ſhall have your Will. ; 
[ Irumpets 
But, ha! the Warrior comes; the Great Tom Thumb 3 
The little Hero, Giant killing Boy, 
Preſerver of my Kingdom, is arrived, 


3 SG ENE 


—— 


(p) An Expreſſion vaſtly beneath the Dignity of Tragedy, 
ſays Mr. D-----s, yet we find the Word he cavils at in ihe 
Mouth of Mzc#hridates leſs properly uſed and applied to a 
more terrible Idea; 

1 wou'd be drunk with Death. Mithrid. 
The Author of the New Sehhenisba taketh hold of this Mo- 
noſyllable, and uſes it pretty mie to the ſame purpoſe, 
The Carthaginian $word with Roman Blood 
Was drunk, | 
1 world ask Mr, D------ s which gives him the beſt Idea, a © 
dinnken King, or a drunken Sword? 
Mr. Tate dreiics up King Ar-'s Reſolution in Hecoicks, 
Merry, my Lord, Ct Coptaia's Humour ritlt, 
| J am reſolvꝰd to be dead drunk ts Night. 
Lee alſo uſes this charming Word 


Love's the Drunkenneſs of the Mind, __ Gloriang, 
() Dryden hath borrowed this, and applied it improperiF, 
I'm half Seas 6 «ﬆ in Dead. Cicom. 
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The Life aud Death of 
SCENE III. 


Tom Thumb, to them with Officers, Priſoners, and 
Attendants, | 


Ring. (r) Oh! welcome moſt, moſt welcome to 
my Arms. | 
What Gratitude can thank away the Debr, 
Your Valour lays upon me. 
Qreets. — O Ob! ye Gods! [ Aſide. 
Thumb. When I'm not thank'd at all, I'm thank'd 
enough, | 
(1) l've done my Duty, and I've done no more. 
Wieen. Was ever {ſuch a Godlike Creature ſeen! 
| [ 4 ſides. 
King. Thy Modeſty's a (*) Candle to thy Merit, 
It {Lincs itſelf, and ſhews thy Merit too. 
But ſay, my Boy, where did'it thou leave the Giants? 
Thumb. My Liege, without the Caſtle Gates they. 
ſand, 
Je Caſtle Gates too low fir their: Admittance. 
King. What look they like? 
Thumb, Like nathing bur.themſelves. 
Queen. us ) And ſure thou art like nothing but thy 


Self. LAſede. 
- King, 
fr) This Figure is in great Uſe among the Tragedians; 
Tis thereſore, therefore (is. Victim. 
J long repent, repent and long again. Buſi tis. 


{-) A Tragical Exclamation. 
(+) This Line is copied ve batim in the Captives, 
(+): We find a Candleſtick for this Candle in two celebra- 
ted Authors; | | 
——— -- Foch Star rithdraws 
His golden Head, and burns "within the Socket, Neto. 
Soul grown old and ſunk vd the Socket, Sebaſtian. 
(«) This Simile occurs very. frequently among the Dra- 
Wack Wiitets of. both Kinds. | | 


[0 


Tom Thumb the Crear. 9 


King. Enough! he vaſt Idea fills my Soul. 
L fee ; Won yes, | ice them now before me. 
The monſtrous, ugly, barb'rous Sons of Whores. 
But, ha! what Form Majeſtick ſtrikes our Eyes? 
(x) So perfect, that it ſeems to have been dran 
By all the Gods in Council: So fair ſhe is, 
That ſurely at her Birth the Council paus'd, 
And then at length cry'd out, This is a Woman! 
Thumb. Then were the Gods miſtaken. She is not 
a Woman, but a Gianteſ, whom we 
(y) With much ado, have made a Shift to hawl 
Within the Town: (z) for ſhe is by a Foot, 
Shorter than all her Subject Giants were. 
Glum. We yeſterday were both a Queen and Wife, 
One hund:cd thouſand Giants own'd our Sway, 


Twenty 


— C—R— 


(x) Mr. Lee hath ſtoln this Thought from our Author; 

This perfect Face, drawn by the Gods in Council, 

Which they were long a mal ug. Lu. Jun, Brut, 
— - At bis Birth, the htavenly Council paus d, 
And then at laſt cry'd out, This is a Man! 
Drydep hath improved this Hint to the utmoſt Perfection: 
Cs perfect, that the very Gods who ferm d you, wonder 4 
At their own Skill, and cry d, A lucky Hit 
Has mended our Defign! Their Envy hindred, 
Or you had been Immartal, and a Pattern, 
. When Heaven would work fer Oftentation ſake, 
Ts copy out again. All for Love. 
Racks prefers the Works of Michael Angels to that of the 
Gods; 
A-Pattern for the Gods to mahe a Man by, 
Or Michael Angelo to form a Statue, 

(3) It is impoſſible, ſays Mr. W-----, ſufficiently to ad- 
mire this natural eaſy Line. 

(2) This Tragedy which in moſt Points reſembles the An- 
tieats, differs from them in this, that it aſſigns the ſame- 
Honour to Lowneſs of Stature, which they aa to Height. 
The Gods and Heroes in Homer and Virgil are continuall 
deſcribed higher by the Head than their Followers, the con- 
trary of which is obfery*d by our Author: In ſhort, to ex- 
ceed on either Side is equally admirable, and a Man of three 
Egot.is as wonderful a Sight as a Man of nine, 
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Twenty whereof were married to ar ſelf, 


Queen. Oh! happy State of Giantiſm — where 


Husbands : 
Like Muſhrooms grow, whilſt hapleſs we are forc'd. 
To be content, nay, happy thought. with one. 
Glam. But then to loſe them all in one black Day, 
That the ſame Sun, which riſing, ſaw me Wife 
To Twenty Giants, ſetting, ſhould behold 


Me. widow'd of them all. — (a) My worn our 


Heart, 
That Ship, leaks faſt, and the great heavy Lading, 
My Soul, will quickly fink. 
Queen. =—_—_s Madam, believe, 
I view your Sorrows with a Woman's Eye; 


Bur learn to bear them wich what Strength you may, 


To-morow we will have bur Grenadiers 
Drawn out before you, and you then thall chooſe 
What Husbands you think fit. 
Glum. (5) Madam, I am 
Your moſt obedient, and moſt humble Servant. 
King. Think, mighty Princeſs, think this Court 
your own, | | 
Nor think the Landlord me, this Houle my Inn; 
Call for whate'er you will, you'll Nothing pay. 
(c) I feel a ſudden Pain within my Breaſt, 


— 


— * 2 


( My Blood leaks faſt, and the great heavy lading 
My Soul will quickly ſink. Mithrid, 
My Soul is like a Ship. . Iojzur'd Love. 
(b) This well-bred Line ſeems to be copied in the Perſian 
Princeſs ; ' 
To be your humbleſt, and moſt faithſul Slave. 
(c) This Doubt of the King puts me in mind of a Paſſage 
in the captives, where the Noile of Feet is miſtaken tor the 


Ruſtling of Leaves, 


— Methinks I hear 
The ſound of Feet. 
Ne, u the Wind that ſhook yon Cypreſs Bouglhis. 


% 


Tom Thumb the Creat. It 


Nor know I whether it ariſe from Love, 
Or only the Wind-Cholick. Time muſt thew. 
Oh Thumb! What do we to thy Valour owe? 
Ask ſome Reward, great as we can beſtow. 
Thumb. (d) I ask not Kingdoms, I can conquer thoſe, 
I ask not Money, Money I've enough; 
For what I've done, and what | mean to do, 
For Giants ſlain, and Giants yet unborn, 
Which J will ſlay==—if this be call'd a Debt, 
Take my Receipt in full — l ask but this, 
(e) To Sun my ſelf in Huncamunca's Eyes. 
King. Prodigious bold Requeſt. [Afide. 
Queen. (f) Be ſtill my Soul. 5 
Thumb. (g) My Heart is at the Threſhold of your 
Mouth. 
And waits its anſwer there Oh! do not frown, | 
I've try'd, to Reaſon's Tune, ro tune my Soul, 
But Love did overwind and crack the String. 
Tho? Jove in Thunder had cry'diour, You SHaN'T, 
I ſhould have lov'd her ſtill for oh ſtrange fate, 
Then when I loved her leaſt, I lov'd her moft. 
King. 
(4) Mr. Drydin ſeems to have had this Paſſage in his Eye 
in the ficſt Page of Love Triumphaut. 
(e) Don Carlos in the Revenge ſuns himſelf in the Charms 
of his Miſtreſs, g 
While in the Luſtre of her Charms I lay. 
) A Tragical Phraſe much in uſe. 
7g) This Speech hath been taken to pieces by ſeveral 
Tragical Authors who ſeem to have riffed ir, aud hand its 
Beauries among, them. 
My Soul waits at the Portal of thy Breaſt, 
To raviſh from thy Lips the welcome News. Anna Bullen. 
My Soul ſtands liſtning at my Ears, Cyrus the Great. 
Love to his Tune my jarring Heart would bring, 
But Reaſon overwinds and cracks the String. D. of Guiſe. 
w====——==7 ſhould have lov'd, 
Thy Jove in muttering Thunder bad forbid it. 
3 New Sophonisba. 
«And when it (my Heart) wild reſolves to love no more, 
Then is the Triumph of exceſſive Love. Ibidem. 
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KInge y 8 the Pe is your own. 
Thumb. (5) Oh „ happy, happy, ha 
. PP7> happy, happy, happy, 
Queen. Conſider, Sir, reward your Soldier's Merit, 
But give not Huncamun à to Tom Thumb. 
King. Tom Thumb! Odzooks, my wide extended 
Realm 
Knows not a Name fo glorious as Tom Thumb. 
Let Macedonia, Alexander boaſt, 
Let Rome her Ceſar's and her Scipio's ſhow, _ 
Her Meſſicurs France, Let Holland boaſt Mynheers, 
treland her O's, her Mac's let Scotland boaſt, 
Let England boaſt no other than Tom Thumb. 
Veen. Tho? greater yet his boaſted. Merit was, 
He (hal! not have my Daughter, that is Pos'. 
King. Ha! ſayſt thou Dollalolla? 
teen. I fay he ſhan't. 
King. (i) Then by our Royal ſelf we ſwear you lya 
Queen. (k) Who butla Dog, who but a Dog, 
Would uſe me as thou doſt. Me, who have lain- 
(1) Theſe twenty Years ſo loving by thy Side. 
But I will be reveng'd. I'll hang my ſelf, 
Then tremble all who did this Match perſuade, 
(n) For tiding on a Car, from high I'll fall, 
And ſquirt down Royal Vengeance on you all. 


Food. 


3 


mt CIT 


(%% Maſſmiſſa is one fourth leſs happy than Tom Thumb. 


Oh! happy, happy, happy. New Sophonisba, 
4) No by my ſelf. Anna Bullen, 
h) — eemennr Who causd, 


This dreadful Revolution in my Fate, 
Ulamar. Mus but a Dog, whe but 4 Dog. Liberty Aſſerted. 
(1) — ——w A Bride, | 

Who twenty Tears lay loving by your Side. Banks, 
(m) For bern upon a Cloud, from high Ill fall, 
And ram dewn Regal Vengeance on you all, Albion Queen, 


NY Tom Thumb 7he Great. 13 
Food. (n) Her Majeſty the Queen is in a Paſſion. 

Xing. (o) Be ſlie, or be ſhe no. l' tothe Girl 

And pave thy Way, oh Toumb— Now, by our elf, 


2 | We were indeed a pretty King of Clouts, 
To truckle to her W ill - For when by Force 
d Or art the Wife her Husband over - reaches | 


Give him the Peticoat, and her the Breeches. 
Thumb. (p) Whiſper ye Winds, that Huncamunca's 
mine; 
Echoes repeat, that Huncamunca's mine! 
| The dreadfu! Bug neſs of the War is o'er, 
And Beauty, heavenly Beauty ! crown's my Toils, | 
I've thrown the bloody Garment now aſide, 
And Hymenial Sweets invite my Bride. 
So when ſome Chimney-Sweeper all the Day, 
Hath through dark Paths purſu'd the ſooty Way, 
At Night, to waſh his Hands and Face he flies, 


K And in his t'other Shirt with his Brickduſta lies. 
SCENE IV. 
Grizzle ſolus. 
' (4) Where bart thou Grizzle? where are now thy 
1, Glories? 
Where are the Drums that waken'd thee to Honour? 
| | Great- 
2, | Þ (n) An Information very like this we have in the Tragedy 
n. „ Love, where % having ſtormed in the molt violent 
manner, Cyaxares obſerves very calmly, 
Why, Nephew Cyrus ----you are mov d. 
d. 4 () Tis % year Civic, 
| Lowe e, or eve me not. Conqueſt of Granada, 
3. (:) There s got one Beauty in this charming Speech, but 


hat been bose ed by almoſt every Tragick Writer, 

n. * (-) Mr. Jause das (I with 1 could not lay too ſervilely) 
imitated this of G e in his Earl of Efſex 3 

| Where ars ih Ellex, C.. 
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Greatneſs is a lac'd Coat from Monmouth.ftreet, 

Which Fortune lends us for a Day to wear, 
Io morrow puts it on another's Back. 

The ſpiteful Sun but yeſterday ſurvey'd 

His Rival, high as Saint Paul's Cupola; 

Now may he ſee me as Fleet Dich laid low. 


SCENE V. 
Queen, Grizxle. 


Queen. (r) Teach me to ſcold, prodigious minded 
Grixxle. | 

Mountain of Treaſon, ugly as the Devil, 

Teach this confounded hareful Mouth of mine, 

To ſpout forth Words malicious as thy ſelt, 

Words which might ſliame all Billingsgate to ſpeak. 

Griz. Far be it Low tp Pride, to think my Tongue 
Your Royal Lips can in that Art inſtruct, . 
Wherein you fo excel. But may I ask, 

Without Offence, wherefore my Queen would ſcold > | 

Veen. Wherefore, Oh! Blood and Thunder! han't ©: 

you heard 
(What ev'ry Corner of the Court reſounds) 
That little Thumb will be a great Man made, 

Griz. | heard it, I confels— for who, alas! 
(Can always ſtop his Ears — but wou'd my Teeth 
By grinding Knives, had firſt been ſet on Edge. 

Queen. 2 I had heard at the ſtill Noon of 

Night, 
The Hallaloo of Fire in every Street! 


Af 
* 


Ods- 


82 
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{r) The Counteſs of Nattingham in the Ear! of Effex is ap- 
pareatly acquainted with Do{lalolla, 9 
e was not probably poſſeſſed of that Glew, of _ 
which Mr. Banks ſpeaks in his Cyrus. | 
— PU glew my Ears 16 ev'ry Word. 
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Odsbobs! 1 have a mind to hang my ſe'f, 
To think 1 ſhou'd a Grandmother be mace 
By ſuch a Raskal. Sure the King forgets, 
When in a Pudding, by his Mother put, 
The Paſtard, by a Tinker, on a Stile 
Was drop'd.— O, good Lord Grizz/e! can I bear 
To {ce him from a Pudding, mount the Throne? 
Or can, Oh can! my Hancamiunca bear, 
To take a Pudding*s Offspring to her Arms ? 
Grix. Oh horror! Horror! Horror! ceaſe my 
| Queen, 
(:) Thy Voice like rwentyWGcrecch-Ow!ls, wracks my 


aded Brain, 


Queen. Then rouſe thy Spirit we may yet prevent 
This hated Match 
Griz We will (u) not Fate it ſelf, 
Should it conſpire with Thomas Thumb, ſhould cauſe it. 
"Up Il ſwim through Seas; III ride upon the Clouds; 
neue I'll dig the Earth; I'il blow out ev'ry Fire, 
I'll rave; ll rant; II] riſe; Il ruſh; li roar; 


Fierce as the Man whom (x) ſmiling Dolphins bore, & 
Id? | From the Profaick to Poctick Shore. 
han t l'll tear the Scoundrel into twenty Pieces. - 
Queen. Oh no! prevent the Match, but hurt him 
. not; | 


For tho* I wou'd not have him have my Daughter, 
Vet can we kill the Man that kill'd the Giants ? 


eeth 'o Y C Grix. 
ok ke 

ab | (1) Screech Ouli, dark Ravens and amphibious Monſters, 
| Are ſcreaming in that Voice. Mary Q. of Scots. 
( The Reader may ſee all the Beauties of this Speech in 

Ods-— alate Ode called the Nava! Lyric. 

+ (x) This Epithet to a Dolphin doth not give one ſo clear 
— an Idea as were to be wiſh-d, a ſmiling Fiſh ſeeming a little 
ak more difficult to be imagined than a flying Fiſh. Mr. Dyry- 
© 18 2p” +2 den is of Opinion, that Smiling is the Property of Reaſon, 

bans: of Aud that no irrational Creature can ſmile. 


Smiles not allowed to Beaſts from Reaſon move, 
State of Innocence, 
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Grix. I tell you, Madam, it was all a Trick, 
He made the Giants firſt, and then he kill'd them; 
As Fox hunters bring Foxes to the Wood, 
And then with Hounds they drive them out again. 
Veen, How! have you ſeen no Giants? Arc there 
not | 
Now in the Yard, ten thouſand proper Giants ? 
Gr.. (y) Indeed, I cannot poſitively tell, 
But firmly do believe there is not One. 
Queen. Hence! from my Sight! thou Traitor, hie 
away; a 


' By all my Stars! thou envieſt Tom Thumb, 


Go Sirrah! go, (X) hie away! hie!-— thou art, 

A ſctring Dog, be gone. | 
Griz. Madam. I go. 

Tem 1humb ſhall feel the Vengeance you have rais'd: 

So, when two Dogs are fighting in the Streets 

With a third Dog, one of the two Dogs meets, 

With angry Teeth, he bites him to the Bone, 

And this Dog ſmarts for what that Dog had done. 


SCENE 


** — 
— 


() Theſe Lines ate written in the ſame Key with thoſe in 
the Ear! of Eſſex; 
Why ſay/t thou ſo, I love thee well, indeed 
I do, and thou fhalt find by this, *tis true. 
Or with this in Cyrus 3 | 
The moſt hero Mind that ever was. 
And with above half of the modern Tragedies, 
„ (-) Arifeile in that excellent Work of his which is very 
juttly ftiled his Maſter-piece, eirneſtly recommends uſing 
the Terms of Art, however coarſe or even indecent they may 
be. Mr. Tate is of the {ſame Opinion. 
Bru, Do not, lik: youn7 Hawks, feich a Courſe about, 
Tour Game flies fair. 
Fra, Do not fear it. 
| He anſwers you in your own Hawkins Phraſe. 
| | | Injur'd Love. 


1 thick theſe two great Authorities are ſufficient to juſtify 


Dollalo“la in the uſe of the Phrale ---- Hie away bie; when in 


te ſame Line ſhe ſays ſhe is ſpeaking to a ſetting Dog, 
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SCENE VI. 


Queen ſola. 


And whither ſhall I go? Alack a day! 
I love Tom Thums but muſt not tell him ſo ; 


For what's a Woman, when her Virtue's gone ? 


A Coat without its Lace; Wig out of Buckle; 

A Stoking with a Hole in't I can't hve 
Without my Virtue, or without Tor Thumb. 
(zz) Then let me weigh them in two cqual Scales, 


In this Scale put my Virtue, that I Thumb. 


Alas ! Tom Thumb 15 heavier than my Virtue. 

But hold ?— perhaps I may be left a Widow: 
This Match prevented, then Tom Thumb is mine: 
In that dear Hope, Iwill forget my Pain. 

So, when ſome Wench to Torhill-BridewellPs ſent, 
Wich beating Hemp, and Flogging ſhie's content: 
She hopes in Time to eaſe her preſent Pain, 

Art length is free, and walks the Streets again. 


The End of the firſt ACT. 


C 2 ACT 


” 4 
* 8 — 82 


(zz) We meet with ſuch another Pair of Scales in Dyyden's 
King Arthur. | 
Atthur and Oſwald, and their different Fates, 
Are weightng now Within the Scales of Heav'n. 


Alſo in Sebaſtian. : 
This Hour my Lot is weighing in the Scales. 
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S CEN E, The Street. 


Bailiff, Follower. 


Bail. ONE on, my truſty Follower, come on, 
This Day diſcharge thy Duty, and at Night 
A Double Mug of Beer, and Beer ſhall glad thee, 
Stand here by me, this Way muſt Noodle, pals. 
Follow. No more, no more, Oh Bailiff! every 
Word 
Inſpires my Soul with Virtue. —Oh! I long 
To meet the Enemy in the Street — and nab him; 
To lay arreſting Hands upon his Back, 
And drag him trembling to the Spunging-Houſe. 
Bail. There, when 1 have him, I will ſpunge up- 
on him. 
(4) Oh! glorious Thought! by the Sun, Moon, and Stars, 
I will enjoy it, tho' it be in Thought! 
Yes, ycs, my Follower, I will enjoy it. 
Follow. Enjoy it then {ome other Time, for now 
Our Prey approaches. 
Bail. Let us. xetire. 


SCENE 


(a) Mr, Rowe is generally imagin'd to have taken ſome 
| Hints from this Scene in his Character of Bajaxet; but as 
1 be, of all the Tragick Writers, bears the leaſt Reſemblance 
A to our Author in his Diction, I am unwilling to imagine he 
would condeſcend to copy him in this Particular. 


one” LEE. 
_— bw WF 


\ 


— 


. 


* 


Tom Thumb e Great. 19 


SCENE II. 


Tom Thumb, Noodle, Bailiff, Follower. 


Thumb. Truſt me, my Noodle, I am wondrous fick ; 
For tho” I love the gentle Huncamunca, 
Yet at the Thought of Marriage, I grow pale; 
For Oh— (6) but ſwear thoul't keep it ever ſecret, 
I will unfold a Tale will make thee ſtare. 
Nood. I {wear by lovely Huncamunca's Charm 
Thumb. Then know —{c) my Grand- mamma hath 
often ſaid, 
Tom Thumb, beware of Marriage. 
Nood. Sir, I bluſh 
To think a Warrior great in Arms as you, 
Should be affrighted by his Grand mamma; 
Can an old Woman's empty Dreams deter 
The blooming Hero from the Virgin's Arms? 
Thiak of the ſoy that will your Soul alarm, 
When in her fond Embraces claſp'd you ly. 
While on her panting Breaſt diſſolv'd in Bliſs, 
You pour. out all Tom Thumb in every Kiſs. 
Tha:zb. Oh! Noodle, thou haſt fir'd my eager Soul; 
Spiyht of iy Grandmother ſhe ſhall be mince; 
1 hug, carcſs ; VI cat her up with Love. 
Whole Days, aud Nights, and Years ſhall be too ſhort 
C 3 For 


— 


— —— 


— — 


% This Method of ſurprizing an Audience, by ralſing 
their Expectation to the higheſt Fitch, and then baulking it, 
kth been practis'd with great Succeſs by molt of our Trai- 
cal Authors, f 

() Almeyda in Sebaſt an is in the fame Diſtreſs; 

Sometimes methuls I hear 1h: , C, 

Thin hatlow Sox ds and lamentoble Screams; 
en, like a dying Echo from af ar, 

Ay Mvther's Voice that crici, wed not Aimevda 

Forewarn'd, Almeyda, Maur iage ts thy Cine. 
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For our Enjuyment, every Sun ſhall riſe 
(4) Pluſhing, to ſee us in our Bed together. 
Nood. Oh Sir! this Purpoſe of your Soul purſue. 


Pail. Oh, Sir! I have an Action againſt you. 

Nood. At whoſe Suit is it? 

Bail. At your Taylor's, Sir. 
Your Taylor put ih:s Warrant in my Hands, 
And 1 arreſt you, Sir, at his Commands. 

Thumb. la! Dogs! Arreſt my Friend before my Face? 
Thin you Tom Thumb will ſuffer this Diſgrace! 
But let vain Cowards threaten by their Word, 
Jem Thumb ſhall ſhew his Anger by his Sword. 

[ Kills ike Bailiff and his Follower. 

Bail. Oh, I am lain! | 

Folloꝛv. I am murthered alſo, i 
And to the Shades, the diſmal Shades below, ; 
My Bailiff's faithful Follower I go. 

Need. (e) Go then to Hell, like Raſcals as you are, 
And give our Service to the Bailiffs there. 


Thunb, Thus perich all the Bailiffs in the Land 


* 


2 * 


Till 


(4) As very well he may, if he hath any Modeſty in him, l 
avs Mr. D-----s, The Author of Buſir:s is extremely zea- © 
lous to prevent the Sun's bluſhing at any indecent Obje gt; 
and therefore on all ſuch Occaſions he addrefles himſelf to 
the Sun, and delircs him to keep out of the Way. 

Riſe net ef more, O Sun! let Nig bt prevail, 
Eternal Darkneſs claſe the World*s wide Scene, Buſiris. 
Sun hide thy Face and put the World in Mourning, Ibid, 
Mr. Banks makes the Sun perform the Office of Hymen 3. | 
and therefore not likely to be diſguſted. .at ſuch a Sight; f 
The San ſa: forth likg a ga) Brideman with you. | 
| Mary Q. of-Scots. 
(% Nourmahal ſends the ſame Meſſage to Heaven; 
For 1 -yould: have you, when you upwards move, 
Speak kindly of us, to our Friends abyve.. 


8 - 
—— ©. 
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* 


Aurengzebe, 
we find another to Hell, in the Per ian Princeſs ;. 


Villain, get thee down 
To Hell, and tell them that the Fra; begun. 


* r 


er. 


1 
"| 


Till Debtors at Noon Day ſhall walk the Streets, 
And no one fear a Bailiff or his Writ. 
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Tom Thumb the Creat. 


SCENE III. 


The Princeſs Huncamunca's Apartment. 


Huncamunca, Cleora, Muſtacha. 


Hunc. (/) Give me ſome Muſick .- ſee chat it be ſad, 
Cleora ſings. 
Cupid eaſe a Love. ſicx Maid, 
Bring thy Quiver to her Aid; 
With equal Ardor wound the Stain: 
Beauty ſhould never ſigh in vain. 


Let him feel the pleaſing Smart, 

Drive thy Arrow thro his Heart; 
When One you wound, you then deſtroy ; 
When Both you kill, you kill with Jcy. 


Hunc. (g) O, Tom Thumb ! Tom Thumb] wherefore 
art thou Tom Thumb ? 
Why had'ſt thou not been born of Royal Race? 
Why had not mighty Bantam been thy Father? 
Or elſe the King of Brentford, Old ur New? 

Mult, | am ſurpriz'd that your Highnels can give 
your ſelf a Moment's Uneafineſs about that little inſig- 
nificant Fellow, () Tom Thumb: the Great. One 
properer for a Play thing, than a Husband.— Were 
ne 
Y Anthony gives the ſame Command in the ſame Words. 
(gs) Oh! Marius, Marius; wherefore art thou Marius ? 


_— Otway*s Marius. 
Nothing is more common than theſe ſeeming Contra- 

di ions 3 ſuch as, 
Haughty Weakneſs, 
Great ſmall World, 


Victim. 
Noah's Flood. 
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he my HuSband, his Horns ſhould be as long as his 
Body. [f you had fal.en in Luve with a Grena- 
dier, I ſhould not have wonder'd at it—— If you had 
fallen in Love with ſomething 5 bur to fall in Lore 
with Nothing! 

Hunc. Ceaſe, my Muſtacha, on thy Duty ceaſe. 
The Zephyr, when in flowry Valcs it plays, 
Is not ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet as Thummy's Breath. 
The Dove is not ſo gentle to its Mate. 

Muſt. The Dove is every þit as proper for a Hus- 
band Alas! Madam, there's not a Beau about the 
Court looks ſo little like a Man— He is a perfect But- 


rerfly, a Thing without Subſtance, and almoſt without 


Shadow too. 

Hunc. This Rudeneſs is unſeaſonable, deſiſt; 
Or, I ſhall think this Railing comes from Love. 
Tom Thumb's a Creature of that charming Form, 
That no one can abuſe, unleſs they love him. 

Auſt. Madam, the King. 


SCENE IV. 


King Huncamunca, 


King. Let all but Huncamunca leave the Room. 
"Ex. Cleora, and Multacka, 
Laughter, I have obſerv'd of late ſome Grief, 
Unuſual in your Countenance — your Eyes, 
(i) That, like two open Windows, us'd to ſhew, 
The lovely Beauty of the Rooms within, 1 
are 


_—_— » 


— 


{:) Lee hath improved this Metaphor. 
Doſt thou not view Foy peeping from my Eyes, 
The Caſements epen'd wide to gade on t hee; 
So Rome' glad Citizens to Windows riſe, 
When they ſome young Triumpher fain would ſee. 
Glonana, 


? 


| 
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his Hlave now two Blinds before them What is the 


1 Cauſe ? | 
ad Say, have you not enough of Meat and Drink? 
We ve giv'n ſtrict Orders not to have you ſtinted. 
' Hunc. Alas! my Lord, I value not my (elf, 
That once I eat two Fowls, and half a Pig; 
(A) Small is that Praiſe; but oh! a Maid may want, 
What ſhe can neither eat nor drink. 
King. Whar's that ? | 
_— (1 , O ſpare my Bluſhes; but I mean a Hus- 
and. 
King. If that be all I have provided one, 
A Husband great in Arms, whoſe warlike Sword 
- Streams with the yellow Blood of ſlaughter'd Giants. 


W hoſe 


us 
the 
zud- 
Out 


(.) Aimabide hath the ſame Contempt for theſe Appetites; 
4 Toe eat and drink can no Perfection be, 

1 Conqueſt of Granada. 
The Earl of F/:x is of a different Opinion, and ſeems to 
place the chiet Happineſs of a General therein. 

Were but Commanders half ſo well rewarded, 

Then they might eat. Bank*s Earl of Eſſex, 
Baut if we may believe one, who knows more than either, 
the Devil himſelf; we ſhall find Eating to be an Affair of 
more moment than is generally imagined, | 

Gods are immortal only by their Food, 
Lucifer in the State of Innocence. 
0) This Expreſſion is enough of it ſelf (ſays Mr. 8 
utterly to deſtroy the Character of Huncamunca; yet we fin 
a Woman of no abandon'd Character in Dryden, adventuiing 
' farther, and thus excuſing her ſelf; 
Aare &- To ſpeak, our Wiſhes firſt, forbid it Pride, 
F | Forbid it Modeſty : True, they forbid it, 
2 : But Nature does not, when we are athirſt, 
3 Or hungry, will tmperieus Nature ſtay, 
| Nor eat, nor drink, before tis bid fall on. 
1 ; Cleomenes. 
4 — ſpeaks before ſhe is asked. Huncamunca after» 
iy arc a 
Caſſandra ſpeaks her Wiſhes to her Lover, 
Huncamuuca only to her Father. 


ca. 
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Whoſe Name in Terra incognita is known. . 
Whoſe Valour, Wiſdom, Virtue make a Noiſe, 
Great as the Kettle- Drums of twenty Armies. 
Hunc. Whom does my Royal Father mean? 
King. Tom Thumb. 
Hunc. Is it poflible ? 
King. Ha! the Window Blinds are gone, 
(m) A Country Dance of Joy is in your Face, 
Your Eyes ſpit Fire, your Cheeks grow red as Beef. 
Hunc. O, there's a Magick-mufick in that Sound, 
Enough to turn me into Beef indeed. 
Yes, I will own, ſince licens'd by your Word, 
I'll own Tom Thums the Cauſe of all my Grief. 
For him I've ſigh'd, I've wept, I've gnaw'd my Sheets. 
King. Oh! thou ſhalt gnaw thy tender Sheets no 
more, 
A Husband thou ſhalt have to mumble now. 
Hunc. Oh! happy Sound! henceforth, let no one tell, 
That Hauncamunca ſhall lead Apes in Hell. 
On! I am overjoy'd! 
King. I ſee thou art. 
(u) Joy lightens in thy Eyes, and thunders from thy 
Erows; | 
Tranſports, like Lightning, dart along thy Soul, 
As Small- ſhot thro? a He 
Hunc, Oh! ſay not ſmall. | 
Fins. IMs happy News ſhall on our Tongue ride 
5 h 


7 Our 


(*] Her Eyes reſiſtleſs Magick beer, 
«Angels I ſee, and Gods are dancing there. 
| Lee*s Sophonisba. 
(%) Mr. Dennis in that excellent Tragedy, call'd Liberty 
Aſſerted, which is thought to have given ſo great a Stroke to 
the late French King, hath frequent Imitatioas of this beau- 
tiful Speech of King Arthur; - 
Conqueſt light? ning in his Eyes, and thund* ring in his Arm; 
Foy lighten'd in her Eyes. 
Jo's like Light" ning dart along my Soul. 
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Our ſelf will bear the happy News to Thumb. 

vet think not, Daughter, that your powerful Charms 
Muſt ſtill detain the Hero from his Arms; 

Various his Duty, various his Delight; 

Now is his Turn to kiſs, and now to fight; 

And now to kiſs again. So, mighty (e. Fove, 

When with exceſſive thund'ring tir'd above, 

Comes down to Earth, and takes a Bit. and then, 
Flies to his Trade of Thund'ring, back again, 


SCENE V. 


Grizzle, Huncamunca, 


(p) Griz. Ohz Huncamunca, Huncamunca, oh, 
Thy pouting Breaſts, like Kettle Drums of Brals, 
Beat everlaſting loud Alarms of joy; 

As bright as Braſ they arc, and oh, as hard; 
Oh Huncamunca, Huncamunca ! oh! 

Hunc. Ha! do'ſt thou know me. Princeſs as I am, 

* That thus of me you dare to make your Game 


Grix. 


82 


(e) Jove we#h exceſſive Thund' ring tir d above, 
Comes down for Eaſe, enjoys a Nymph, and then 
Mounts dreadful, and to Thund" ring goes again. 
| j Gloriana, 
(ep) This beautiful Line, which ought, ſays Mz. N to 
be written in Gold, is imitated in the New Sophonisha 5 
Oh! Sophhen aba, So: hontgba, oh! 
OH! Narva, Na va, oh! 
The Author of a Song call'd Duke upon Duke, hath im- 
prov'd it. 
Alas! O Nick, O Nick, alas? 
Whore, by the help of a little falſe Spelling, you have two 
Meanings in the repeated Words, 
Edith, in the Bl-ody Brother, ſpeaks to her Lover in the 
ſame familiar Language. 
ſour Grace is full of Game, 
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Grix. Oh Huncamunca, well I know that you 
A Princels are and a King's Daughter too, 
But Love no Meaneſs fcoins, no Grandeur fears, 5 


Los e often Lords into the Cellar bears, 
And bids the ſturdy Porter come up Stairs. 
For what's too high for Love, or what's too low? 
Oh Huncamunca, Huncamunca, oh! | 
Hunc. But granting all you ſay of Love were true, 
My Love, alas! is to another due! 
In vain to me, a Suitoring you come; 
For I'm already promiis'd to Tom Thumb. 
Grix. And can my Princeſs ſuch a Durgen wed, 
One fitter for your Pocket than your Bed! 
Advis'd by me, the worthleſs Baby ſhun, 
Or you will ne'er be brought to bed of one. 
Oh take me to thy Arms, and neyer flinch, 
Who am a Man by Jupiter ev'ry Inch. 
(q) Then while in ſoys together loſt we lie 
Fll preſs thy Soul while Gods fland wiſhing by. 
Hunc. It, Sir, what you inſinuate you prove, 
All Obſtacles of Promiſe you remove; 
For all Engagements to a Man muſt fall, 
Whene'er that Man is prov'd no Man at all. 
Grix. Oh let him ſeck ſome Dwarf, ſome fairy 
Miſs, 
Where no Joint-ſtoo! muſt lift him to the Kiſs. 
But by the Stars and Glory, you appear 
Much fitter for a Pruſſian Grenadier 
One Globe alone, on Atlas Shoulders reſts, 
Two Globes are leſs than Huncamunca's Breaſts: 
The Milky way is not fo white, that's flat, 
And ſure thy Breaſts ate full as large as that. 


Hunt, 
7) Traverſe the clit ring Chambers of the Shy, _ 
Born on a Cloud in view of Fate Pll lie, | 
And preſs her Soul while Gods ſtand wiſhing by. 
| Hannibal, 


Tom Thumb the Great. 2 


/ 
Hunc. Oh, Sir, fo ſtrong your Eloquence I find, 
It is impoſſible to be unkind, 
Grix. Ah! ſpcak that o'er again, and let the (7) 
Sound | 
From one Pole to another Pole rebound 
The Earth and Sky, each be a I atticdoor 
And keep the Sound, that Shuttlecock, up an Hour; 


Jo Doctors Commons, for a Licenſe l, 


Switt as an Arrow from a Bow will fly. 

Hanc. Oh no! leſt ſome Dilaſter we (l-oula meet, 
*T were better to be marry'd at the Fleet. 

Grix. Forbid it, all ye Powers, a Princeſs ſhould 
By that vile Piace, contaminate her Blood ; 
Ny quick Return, ſnall ro my Charmer prove, 
I travel on the (s) Poſt-Hories of Love. 

Hunc. Thoſe Poſt-Horſes to me will ſeem too Now, 
Tho' they ſhould fly ſwift as the Gods, when they 
Ride on behind that Poſt- Boy, Opportunity. 


r 
Tom Thumb, Huncamunca. 


Thumb. Where is my Piinceſs, where's my Hunca. 
munca? 


V here are thoſe Eyes, thoſe Cardmatches of Love, 
D | That 


* 
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(r) Let the four Winds from diſtant Corners meet, 

Aud on their Wings firſt bear it into France; 

Then back, again to Edina”s proud Walls, 

Til Victim to the Sound tg? aſpiring City falls, 

| Albion Queens, 
% I do not remember any Metaphors ſo frequenc in the 
Tragick Poets as thoſe borrow'd from Riding Poſt ; 


The Gods and Op; ortunity ride Poſt, Hannibal. 
——— Let's ruſh together, | 
For Death rides Poſt. Duke of Guile, 


Veſtruction galleps ty thy murther Poſt, _ Glotiana, 


Ow 
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That (?) light up all with Love my waxen Soul? 
Whereis that Face which artful Nature made, 
(«) In the ſame Moulds where Venus (elf was caſt ? 


Hunc. 
(:) This Image too very often occurs; 
—— Bright as when thy Eye 
*Firſt lighted up our Loves, Aurengzebe. 
Tits not a Crown alone lights up my Name. Buſi xis. 


() There is great Diſſenſion among the Poets concerning 
the Method of making Man. One tells his Miſtreſs, that 
the Mold ſhe was made in being loſt, Heaven cannot form 
ſuch another. Lacifer, in Dryden, gives a metry Deſcriptiou 
of his own Formation; 25 

Whom Heaven neglecling, made and ſtarce deſicuꝰ d, 
But threw me in jor Nuniber to the reſt. 
State of Innocency. 

In one Place, the ſame Foet ſuppoſes Man to be made of 
Metal 

I was formꝰ d 
Of that coarſe Metal, which when ſhe was made, 
The Gods threw by for Rabviſh, All for Love. 

In another, of Dough; 

Nen the Gods miulded up the Paſte of Man, 
Some of their Clay was left upon their Hands, 


And ſo they made Egyptians, Cleomenes. 
In another of Clay; 
1 „ Soo. Rull ſh of remaining Clay. Sebaſtian, 
One makes the Soul of Wax; 
Her waxen Soul begins to net apace, Anna Bullen, 


Another of Flint ; 
Care our tu Souls have ſametvlere been acquainted 
In former Bangs, or ſtrucl out to7aher, 
One Spark,is Africk flew, and one to Portugal, 
; Sebaſtian. 
To omit the great Quantities of Iron, Brazen aud Leaden 
souls which are ſo plenty in modern Authors----1 cannot 
emttlle Diels of a Soul as we find it in Dryden 
Souls ſhirted but with Ar. King Arthur, 
Nor can I paſs by a particular ſort of Soul in a particular 
Sort of Deſcription, in the New Sophoursba, 
Ye my;(erions Powers, 
- «=== Whither thre , gloomy Depths I wander, - 
* 


* 


8 
PR ne V3 


—. 


} 
; 
> 
3 
o 
: 
4 


* * 8 Ads 


Tom Thumb e Creot. 29 


Hunc. (x) Oh! What is Muſick tv the Ear that's deaf, 
Or a Gooſe-Pye to him that has no Taſte? 
V hat are theſe Praiſes now to me, ſince I 
Am promis'd to another? 
Thumb, Ha! promivd. 
unc. Too ſure; 'tis written in the Book of Fate. 
Thumb, O) Then I will tear away the Leat 
Wherein it's writ, or if Fate won't allow 
So Large a Gap within its Journal- Book, 
Ill blot it out at lcaſt. 


SCENE VII. 
Glumdalca, Tom Thumb, Huncamunca. 


Slum. (z) I need not ask if you are Huncamunca, . 
Your Brandy Nofe proclaims u. | 
Hunc. | ama Princeſs ; 
Nor need I ask who you are. 
Gum. A Gianteſs; 
The Queen of thoſe who made and unmade Queens. 
D 2 Hunc. 


— — = — 
— — — I. 


Or on the Mountains walk; give me the calm, 
The fleady ſmiling Soul, where Wiſdom ſheds 
Eternal Sun ſhine, and eternal oy. 
(x) This Line Mr. Banks has plunder'd entire in his Anys 
Bullen. 
O) Good Heaven, the Book of Fate before me lay, 
But to tear cut the Fournal of that Day, 
Or if the Order of the World lelow, 
Mil not the Gap of one whole Day allow, 
G ve me that Minute when ſhe made her Vow. 
ü Conqueſt of Granada. 
(z) 1 know ſome of the Commentators have imagined, 
that Mr. Dryden, in the Altercative Scene between Cleopatra 
and Octavia, a Scene which Mr. Addiſen inveighs againft with 
great Bitterneſs, is much benolden to our Author. How 
juſt this theic Obſeryation is, I will not prieſume to derer- 
mus. g 
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7:00, The Man, whoſe chief Ambitien is to be 
My Sweet-heart, hath deſtroy'd theſe mighty Giants. 
Glam. Your Swecheart? do'ſt thou think the Man, 
o once | 
Hath worn my eaſy Chains, will e'er wear thine ? 
Hunc. Well, may your Chains be eaſy, ſince if 
Fame 
days true, they have been try'd on twenty Husbands. 
(= ih Gloie ur Boot, fo many Times pull'd on, 
May well ht caly on the Hand or Foot. 
Slum. | gory in the Number, and when J 
Sit poorly dove, like thee, content with one, 
Heavcn change this Face for one as bad as thine. 
Hunc. Let me ſce ncarcr what this Beauty is, 
I hat captivates the Heart of Nen by Scores. 
[ 11:15 a Candle to her Face. 
Oh! lTeaven, thou art as ugly as the Devil. 
Glum. You'd give the belt of Shoes within your Shop, 
To be but half {© !;andſome, 
Hunc. ——<ince you come 
(a) To that, I'll put my Bcauty to the Teſt; 
Join Thi.mb, Fm yours, if you with me will go. 
| Glum. 


— 


— 


(zz) A cobling Poet indeed, ſays Mr. D. and yet I believe 
we may find as monſt tous Images in the Tragick-Authors: 
1/11 put down one; | 

Unie your filded Thaughts, and let them dangle lonſe as 4 
Bride's Haix. Injur*d Love. 

Which Lines ſeem to have as much Title to a Milinet's 
Shop, as our Author's to a Shoemaket's, 

(4) Mr. L=---- takes occaſien in this Place to commend 
the great Care of our Author to preſerve the Metre of Bjauk 
Verſe, in which Srakeſpeer, Tohnſ(on and Flecher were fo no- 
tor:outly negligent; and the Moderns, in Imitation of our 
Author, fo luudabiy obſervant ; 


„ -The 7 off I 
Teur Ma je ty believe that he cn be 
A Traitor ! Fail of Flex. 


Every Page of Sopdonisba g ves us Inſtances of this Excel- 


en ce. 
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Tom Thumb He Crext. 31 F 


Glum, Oh! ſtay Tom Thumb, and you alone ſhall fill 
That Bed where twenty Giants us'd to ly. 

Thumb. In the Balcony that o'er-hangs the Stage, 
I've ſeen a Whore two *Prentices engage; 

One Half a Crown does in his Fingers hold, 
The other thews a little Piece of Gold; 

She the Half Guinea wiſely does purloin, 
And leaves the larger and the baſer Coin. 

Glum. Left, ſcornd, and loath'd for ſuch a Chit as this; 
( feel the Storm that's riſing in my Mind, 
Tempeſts, and Whirlewinds riſe, and rowl and roar. 
I'm all within a Hurricane, as if 
(c) The World's four Winds were pent within my 

Carcaſs. 
(d) Confuſion, Horror, Murder, Guts and Dran. 


GENE VIII. 


King, Glumndalca. 


King. * Sure never was ſo ſad a King as I, 
(e) My Life is worn as ragged as a Coar 
A beggar wears; a Prince ſhould put it off, 
(f) Jo love a Captive and a Gianiels, 
| D 3 | Oh 


— — — —— oo — —ĩᷣ] F—àvu — 


(b) Le mounts and row!s about my ftormy Mind, 


Aurcngze'e. 
Tempeſts and Whirlwinds the my Brſom meve. Clem, 
(c) Mith ſuch a furious Tempeſt on his Brow, 

As if the World's four Winds Were peut within 

His bluſtrins Carcaſe. Aung Pullei, 
(4) Verba Tragica. | 
+ This Speech hath been terribly maw!d by the Poets. 
(e) My Life is worn to Rats, 


— 2 


Not worth a Prince*s wearing Love Tr unpn 
(f) Muſt I beg the Pity of my Slave? 
Muſt a King beg! But Love's @ rater Kin, 


A Tyrant, nay a D:witl that paiſeſſ*s ms. 


* Þ 
je tunes the Organ «of 139. Voice and [p:ahs, 
Unknwwn to me, thin ne, Scbatiav, 
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32 De Life and Death of 
Oh Love! Oh Love! how great a King art thou! 
My Tongue's thy Trumpet, and thou Trumpereſt; 
Unknown to me, within me (g) oh Glamdalca ; 
Heaven thee deſign'd a Gianteſs to make, 
But an angelick Soul was ſhuffled in. 
am a Multitude of Walking Griefs, 
And only on her Lips the Balm is found, 
() To ſpread a Plaiſter that might cure them all. ; 
G!i#:2 M har do | hear? | 
King. What do l ſce? 
Clum. Oh! 
King. Ah! 
{k) Glum. Ah wretched Queen! 
King. (1) Oh! Wretched King! 
Glum. 


ä — 
. — 


fs) When the wert fad, Heaven dd a Man begin; 
Bai a brate Soul ly Chance was ſhuffled in. 
Aurengzebe. 


6953 —————— Jam a Mu'titude 

GC” wallgns Grief's, New Sophonisba, 
{i) 4 wil iaks thy Scorpion Blood, 

Aid 44 'T T0 % Grief til hade Eaſe. Anna Bullen. 

(g) Our Suthor, who every where ſhews his great Pene- 
e ration tuto human Natuie, here ortdoes himſelf: Where a 
lefs judicious Poet would have raiſed a long Scene of whin- 
ing Love, He who underſtocd the faſſions better, and that 
ſo violent an Affection as this muſt be too big for Utterance, 
chooſes rather to ſend his Characters off in this ſullen and 
doleful manner: in which admirable Conduct he is imitated 
by the Author of the juſtly celebrated Eurydice, Dr. TJoung 
ſeerns to point at this Violence of Faſhion; 

——— . ——Paſſion cthoaks 
Tuer Wo de, and the) re the Statues of Deſpair. 

And Cena tells us, Cure leves lequuntur, mgentes ſtupent 
The Storysof the Erytian King in Herodotus is too well 
Kk own to need to be inferted ; I refer the more curious Rea- 
der to the excellent Montagne, who hath written an Eflay on 
this Subject. 

(%) To part is Death -- 


n Death to part. 
3 Ab. 
connect Don Carlos, 


—_ 


— a 


los. 


— 
res 


Tom 'Thumb the Great. 33 


Glum, Ah! 
King. Ohl 


SCENE IX. 


Tom Thumb, Huncamunca, Parſon. 


Parſon. Happy's the  ening, that's not long adoing z 
For if l gueſs aright. Tom Thumb this Night 
Shall give a Being to a new T»m Thumb, 
Thumb. It ſhall be my Endeavour ſo to do. 
Hunc. Oh! fie upon you, Sir, you make me bluſh. 
Thumb. It is the Virgin's Sign, and ſuits you well: 
(n) I know not where, nor how, nor what I am, 
() I'm fo tranſported, | have loſt my ſelf. 


Hunc. 
(m) Ner know I whether, 
What am I, who vr where, X Buſi ris, 
I was I know nc: hat, and am I know not how, 


Gloriana, 
() To underſ and fuificie tly the Beauty of this Paſlage, 
it will be neceflary tht we comprehend every Man to con- 
tai, two Selfs, 1 ſhall wot attempt to pro.e this from Fhi- 
loſophy, which the Lovets make ſo pla.nly evident. 
One runs away from the other; 
Let me ei aud your Majety; ; 
Why fly you from your elf? | Duke of Guiſe. 
In a 24, One Self is a Guardian to the othei ; 

Leave me the Care of me. WI 
Conqueſt of Granada, 
Again, My ſelf am to my ſelf leſs near. Ibid, 
In the ſame, the firit Self is proud of the ſecond; 

1 my ſelf am proud f me. 


In a 34, Diſtruſtful of him; 
Fain 1 wyuld tell, bai whiſper it in mine Ear, 
That none beſides night hear, nay not my ſelf. 
| Earl of Eſſex. 
12 


State of Innocence. 
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34 The Life and Death of _ 


Hune. Forbid it, all ye Stars, for you're fo ſmall, 
That were you loſt you'd find your (elf ao more, 
So the unhappy Seay ſtrels once they tay, 
Her Necdle in a Potile, loſt of Hay 
In vain ſhe look d, and lozk'd, and made her Moan, 
For ah. the Needle was for cver gone 

Parſon. Long may they lve,ans love andpropagate, 
Till the whole Land be pleopled with lem Thumbs, 
(p)" Sv when the C heſnire Cheeſe a Maggot breeds 
Another and another ftiil ſucceeds : 
By thouſands and ten thouſands they increaſe, 
411} one continued 'Maggot fills the routen Cheeſe, 


SCENE X. 
Noodle, and then Grizzie. 
Nood. (q) Sure Nature means to break her ſolid 
Chain, 
Or elſe unfix the World, and in a Rage, 


To 
In a at, Honours him;“ 
1 h:n'w Rome, 
But honour 1090 ay ſelf. Sophonisba, 
In a 35:5, At Variance with him; 
Leave me not thus at Varience With my &. Euliris. 
Again, ina 6%, I find my felf dvidid from my ſel}, 
; Medea. 
She feemed the fad Effigies of her fc. banks, 
Alt me, Zulema, if thou worid |t be 
Tue Fricud thou ſeeme , aſſiſt me atainſs me. a 
Albion Queens. 


From all which it appears, that there are two Self»; and 
therefore Tom Thumb's loſing himſelf is no ſuch Solec im as 
it hath been repretented by Men, rather ambitious of Ci.ti- 
cizing, than qual:fy'd to Criticize. _ 

() Mr. F magiucs this Parſon to have been a He 
one, from his Simile. | 

( Our 


Tom Thumb e Creat. 35 


) To hurle it from its Axle - tree and Hinges; 
All things are ſo conſus' d, the King's in Love, 
The Queen 1s drunk, the Princeſs married is. 
Grix. Oh! Noodle, haſt thou Huncamunca ſeen? 
Nood. I've (cen a thouſand Sights this Day, where 
none 
Are by the wonderful Bitch herſelf outdone, 
} The King, the Quen, and all the Court are Sights. 
Grix. (r) DO n your Delay, you Trifler, are you 
| drunk, ha? 


I will not hear one Word but Huncamunca 
Nood. By this Time the is ae Ton Thumb. 
| Griz. (5) My Hancamunca. 
| _MNoed. Your Huncamunca. 

Tom Thumb's Huntamunca, every Man's Huncamunca. 
| Grix If this be true all W omankind are damn'd. 
| Nood. If it be not. may I be fo my ſelf. | 
if Grix. See where ſhe comes! l' not believe a Word 
Againſt that Face, upon hoe (7) ample Brow, 
Sits Innocence with Majcfty Enthron'd. 
a | Grizzle, 


— 
„ — 
— 


(4) Our Author hath been plunder'd here according to 


Cuſtom ; 
1 Great Nature break thy Chain that links together 
The Fabrich of the World, and make a Chaos 
* Like that within my Soul. Love Triumphant, 
| ——— Startle Nature, unfix the Globe, 


And hurl it from its Axle-trce and Hinges. 
Albion Queens, 
The tot vin? Earth ſeems ſiding off its Props. 
(r) Dr your Delay, ye Torturcrs proceed, 
{ will not hear one Word but Almahide. 
Conq. of Granada, 
(:) Mr. Dryden hath imitated this in A!! for Love. 
) This Miltonick Stile abounds in the New Sophoniobs, 


And on her ample Brow 
Sat Majeſty, 
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26 The Life and Death of 


Grizzle, Huncamunca. 


Griz. Where has my Huncamunca been? See here 
The Licence in my Hand! 

Hunc. Alas! Tom Thumb. 

Griz, Why doſt thou mention him? 

Hunc. Ah! me Tem Tumb. 

Griz. What means my lovely Huncamunca? 

Hunc. Hum! 

Grix. Oh! Speak. 

Hunc. Hum! 

Grix. Ha! your every Word is Hum. 
(#) You force me ſtill ro anſwer you Tom Thumb. 
Tom Thumb, I'm on the Rack, I'm in a Flame, 
(x) Tom Thumb, Tom Thumb, Tom Thumb you love 

the Name; 

So pleaſing is that Sound, that were you dumb 
You ſtill would find a Voice to cry Tom Thumb. 

Hunc. Oh! Be not haſty to proclaim my Doom, 
My ample Heart for more than one has Room, 
A Maid like me, Heaven form'd at leaſt for two, 
(y) I marricd him, and now I'll marry you. 


Gr ix. 
(*) Tour ev*ry Anſwer, ſtill fo ends in that, 
| Ton force me ſtill to anſwer you Morat. 
Aurengzebe. 
(x) Morat, Morat, Morat, you love the Name. 
s Aurengzebe 


0% Here is a Sentiment for the virtuous Huncamunca (lays 
Mr. D----:) and yet with the Leave of this great Man, the 
vutuous Panthea in Cyrus, hath an Heart every whit as ample; 

For two I muſt confeſs are Gods to me, 
Which is my Abradatus firſt, and thee, 
Cyras the Great. 
Nor is the Lady in Love Triumphant, more reſetv'd, tho? not 
ſo intelligible; 
am ſo divided, 
That I grieve moſt for both, and love beth me. 


OS ad 


It, 
0. 


Tom Thumb the Great. 3 


Griz Ha! doſt thou own thy Falſhood to my Face 23 
Think 'ſt thou that | wil ſhare thy Husband's Place, Þ 
Since to that Office one cannot ſuffice, 
And ſince you ſcorn to dine on ſingle Diſh on, 

Go, get your Husband put into Commiſſion, 
Commiſlioners to diſcharge, (ye Gods) it fine is, 
The duty of a Husband to your Highneſs; 

Yet think not long, I will my Rival bear, 

Or unreveng'd the flighted Willow wear; 

The gloomy, brooding Tempeſt now confin'd, 
Wirhin the hollow Caverns of my Mind. 

In dreadful Whirl, ſhall rowl along the Coaſts, 

Shall thin the Land of ail the Men it boaſts, | 
(2) And cram up cry Chink of Heil with Ghoſts, 

F So have l ſcen, in ſome dark Winter's Day, 

A ſudden Storm ruſh down the Sky's High- Way, 
Sweep thro” the Streets with terrible ding dong, 
Guſh thro? the Spouts and waſh whole Crowds along. 
The crowded Shops the thronging Vermin «kreen, 
Together cram the Dirty and the Clean, 8 
And not one Shoe boy in the Street is ſcen. 


Hunc, 


ks 


2 


(=) A rid'culous Suppoſition to any one who conſiders 
the great and extenſive Largeneſs of Hell, ſays a Commen- 
tatot: But not fo to thoſe h, conſive: the great Expanſion 
of immaterial Subſtance. Mr. Ban, inikes one Soul to be 
ſo expanded, that Heaven could not contalu it; 

The Heavens are all too narrew for her Saul, 

Virtue Betray'd, 
The Perſian Princeſs hath a Paſſage not unlike the Author of 
this; ' | 
We will ſind ſuch Shoals of munthard Slaves, 
Shall] elut Hess empty Regions, 
This threatens to fill Hell even tho? it were empty; Lord 
1 only to fill up the Chinks, ſuppoling the reft alrea- 
dy full, 

"(+) Mr. Addiſon is generally thought to have had this Si- 

mile in his Eye, when he wrote that beautiful one at the end 
of the third Act of his Caro, | 


_ 


38 The Life aud Death of 


Hunc, Oh! fatal Raſhneſs ſhould his Fury ſlay, 
My hapicis Bridegroom on his Wedding · day; 

I, who this Morn, of two chooſe which to wed 
May go again this Night alone to Bed; 

(1 So have I ſeen ſome wild unſettled Fool, 
Who had her Choice ofthis, and that joint Stool; 
To give the Preference to either, loath 
And fondly coveting to fit on both; 

While the two Stools her fitting part confound, 
Between em both tall Squar upon the Ground, 


ACT 


* — — — 


— — — 


() This beautiful Simile is founded on a Proverb, which 

does Honour to the EVH Language; 
Between wo Stools the Breceh falls to the Ground, 

I am not ſo plcaſed with any written Remains of the An- 
Cients, as with thoſe little Aphoriſms, which verbal Tradi- 
tion hath delivered down to us, under the Title of Proverb:, 
It were to be wiſhed that inſtcad of filling their Tages with 
the fabulous Theology of the Pagans, our modern Poets 


would think it worth ther while to enrich their Works with 


the Proverbia! Sayings of tueir Anceſtors, Mr, Dryden hath 
chronicPd one in Reroick; 

Tu Its ſcarce make one Pa ſſibſity. Conq. of Granada. 
My Lord Bacon is of Opinion, that whatever is known of 
Afts and Sciences might be proved to have lurked in the 
Proverbs of Sol. I am of the fame Opinion in relation 
to thoſe above mention'd: At leaſt 1 am confident that a 
more perfect Syſtem of Ethicks, as well as Occonomy, might 
be compiled our of them, than is at preſent extant, either in 
the Works of the Antient 'Fhilolophers, or thoſe more va— 
luable, as nivie voluminous ones of the modern Divines, 


The End of the ſecond ACT. 


Tom Thumb tie Creat. 
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S CE N E, King Arthur's Palace, | 


(a) Ghoſt ſolus. 


AlL! ye black Horrors of Midnight's Midnoon! 
A 1 Yc Fairies, Goblins, Bars and Screech-Owls, Hail! 
And Oh! ye mortal Watchmen, whoſe hoarſe Throats 
Th' Immortal Ghoſts drcad Croakings counterfeit, 


All 


hn edt 


— 


(a) Of all the Particulars in which the modern Stage falls 
Mort of the ancient, there is none fo mucn to be lamented, 
as the great Scarcity of Ghoſts in the latter. Whence this 
proceeds, I will not preſume to determine, Some are of o- 
pinion, thut the Moderns are uncqual to that ſublime Lan- 

uage which a Ghoſt my ro ſpcak. One ſays ludiccouily, 
That Ghoſts are out of Faſhion 3 another, That they are 
copercrt for Comedy; forgetting, I ſuppoſe, that Ariſtotle 
Barn told 115, That a Ghoſt is the Soul of Tragedy; for ſo 
a a \ 
1 render the Lu;yn d pI oY Þ Texyod ing, which Mr. 
Daier, amongſt others, hath miſtaken; 1 ſuppoſe mil-led, 


by not underſtanding the Fabula of the Latins, which fi guitfies 
; a Ghoſt as well as a Fable. 
+ — —— Te premet nox, fabulæque Manes, Hor, 
j Of all the Ghoſts that have ever appeared on the Stage, a 74 
very learned and judicious foreign Critick, gives the Pre- 
2 ference to this of our Author. Thele are his Words, ſpeak- 
ning of this Tragedy; 
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40 The Life and Death of 


All hail!== Ye dancing Fantoms, who by Day, 

Are ſome condemn'd to fait, ſome feaſt in Fire; 

Now play in Church-yards, skipping o'er the Graves 
Gems Bell, 5 

All Hail! 


SCENE II. 
King, and Ghoſt. 


King. What Noiſe is this: What Villain dares, 
At this dread Hour, with Feet and Voice prophane, 
Diſturb our Royal Walls? | | 

Ghoſt. One who dches ; 
Thy empty Power to hurt him; (c) one who dares 
Walk in thy Bed-chamber. 

Xing. Preſumptuous Slave! 

Thou dieſt: 
Ghoſt. Threaten others with that Word, 
(4) | ama Ghoſt, and am already dead. 
Kings 


— Nec quidquam in illa admirabilius quam Phaſma quoddam 
horrendum, quod omnibus aliis Speitris, quibuſcum ſcatet Anglorum 
Tracad:n, longe (pace D- -iſii V. Doctiſſ. dixerim) prætulerim. 
( We have already given Inſtances of this Figure. 
3 Almanzor reaſons in the ſame manner; 
— —— j A Gheſt Ill be, 
And from 4 Ghoſt, you know, no Place is free. 
| Cong. of Granada. 
(4) The Man who writ this wretched Pun (lays Mr. D.) 
Would have pi led your Pocket: Which he proceeds to ſhew, 
not only bad in it ſelf, but doubly ſo on ſo ſolemn an Occa- 
ſion. And yet in that excellent Play of Liberty Aſſerted, we 
find ſomething very much reſembling a Pun in the Mouth 
of a Miſtreſs, who is parting with the Lover ſhe is fond of; 
Ul. Ch, mortal Woe! one NM, and thenfarewel, 
Irene. The Gods have given to others te farcwel, 
O miſerably muſt Itene fair. 
Aa- 
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Tom Thumb the Creat. 41 


King. YeStars! *tis well; were thy laſt Hour to come- 
This Moment had been it; (e) yet by thy Shrowd 
I'll pull thce backward, ſqueeze thee to a Bladder, 
Till thou doſt groan thy Nothingneſs away. 

| [ Oh3ſe retires. 
Thou fly'ſt! *Tis well. 
Hl thought what was the Courage of a Ghoſt! 
Yet dare nor, on thy Life — Why ſay | that, 
Since Life thou haſt not? — Dare not walk again, 
Within theſe Walls, on Pain of the Red Sea, 
For, if henceforth | ever find thee here, 
As ſure, ſure as a Gun, I'll have thee laid 
_ Ghoſt. Were the Red. Sea a Sea of Hulland's Gin, 
The Liquor. (when alive) whoſe very Smell 
did deteſt, did loath — yet for the Sake 
Of Thomas Thamb, I would be laid therein. 

King. Ha! faid you? 

Ghoſt, Yes, my Liege, I ſaid Tom Thumb, 
Whoſe Father's Ghoſt I am— once not unknown 
To mighty Arthur. Bur, I ſee, *tis true, 

The deareſt Friend, when dead, we all forger. 

King. Tis he, it is the honeſt Gaffer Thumb, 
Oh! let me preſs thee in my cager Arms, 


E 2 Thou 


Aramemnon, in the Victim, is full as facetious on the moſt 
ſolemn Occaſion, that of Sacrificing his Daughter; 
Yes, Daughter, yes; you will ajjiſt the Prieſt; 
Tes, you muſt offer up your----= Vows for Greece. 
(e) I pull thee backwards by thy Shrowd to Light, 
Or elſe, Til ſqueete thee, like 4 Bladder, there, 
«And make thee groan thy ſelf away to Air. 
Conqueſt of Granada 
Snatch we, ye Gods, this Moment into Nothing, 
Cyrus the Great, 
(f) So, art thou gone? Then canſt no Conqueſt boaſt, 
I thought what was the Courage of a Ghoſt, 
x Conqueſt of Granada, 
King Arthur ſeems to be as brave a Fellow as Almanzury 
who ſays moſt heroically, | 


n (pight of Ghoſts, I'll on 
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Ihou beſt of Ghoſts! Thou ſomething more than 
Ghoſt! 

Ghoſt. Would I were ſomething more, that we again 
Might feel each other in the warm Embrace. 
But now | have the Advantage of my King, 
(g) For feel thee, whilſt thou doſt not feel me. 

King. But ſay, (%) thou deareſt Air, Oh! ſay, what 


Dread, 
Important Puſncfs, ſends thee back to Earth? - 
GH. Oh! then prepare to hear — which but to 
hear, 


Is full enough to fend thy Spirit hence. 

Thy Subjects up in Arms, by Grizzle led, 

Will, ere the roſy finger'd Morn ſhall ope 

The Shutters of the Sky, before the Gate 
Of this thy Royal Palace, ſwarming ſpread: 

(i) So have I ſeen the Bees in Cluſters ſwarm, | 
So have | ſcen the Stars in frofly Nights, 

So have] ſeen the Sand in windy Days, 

So have I ſeen the Ghoſts on Pluto's Shore, 

So have I ſeen the Flowers in Spring arile, + 
So have 1 {cen the Leaves in Autumn fall, 

So have I ſeen the Fruits in Summer ſmile, 

So have I ſcen the Snow in Winter frown. 

King. Damn all thou'ſt ſeen — Doſt thou, beneath 
the Shape 

Of Gafter Tumb, come hither ro abuſe me, 
With Similics to keep me on the Rack? 


Hence 


a 
2 


——_— 


(%) The Ghoſt of Lauſfaria in Cyrus is a plain Copy af this, 
and is tneceiore worth reading, 
Al, Cyrus! 
Thou may'ſt as well eraſp Water, or feet Air, 
As think, of touching my immortal Shade. | 
Graus the Great, 
(L) Thou better Part of heavenly Air. | 
Conqueſt of Granada. 
() A Snins of Simiies (ſays one) proper to be hung up in the. 
Cab net of @a Prince. | 


— a 


he. 


Tom Thumb the Freat. 


Hence or by all the Torments of thy Hell, 

(H ll run thee thro! the Body, tho' thou'ſt none. 
Ghoſt, Arthur, beware; I muſt this Moment hence 

Not'frighted by your Voice but by the Cocks; 

Arthur beware, beware, bcware, beware ! 

Strive to, avert thy yet impending Fate; 

For if thou'rt kill'd To day, 

To-morrow all thy Care will come too late, 


SCENE III. 


King ſelus. 


Ring. Oh ftay, and leave me not uncerta'n thus! 
And whilſt thou telleſt me what's like my Fate, 
Oh, teach me how I may avert it too! 

Curſt be the Man who firſt a Simile made! 
Curſt, ev'ry Bard who writes !— So have I ſeen 
Thoſe whoſe Compariſons are juſt and true, 
And thoſe who liken Things not like at all, 

The Devil is happy, that the whole Creation 

Can furniſh our no Simile to his Fortune. 


SCENE IV. 


King, Queen. 


Veen. What is the Cauſe, my Arthur, that you cal 
Thus ſilently from Dollalolla's Breaſt? 
E 3 Why 


(1) This Paſſage hath been underſtood ſeveral different 
Ways by the Commentators, For my Part, 1 find it diffi- 
cult to underſtand it at all. Mr. Dryden ſays, 

I have heard ſomoething how two Bodies meet, 
But how two Souls join, I know not, 
So that 'till the Body of a Spirit be bettet underſtood, it w'll 


be difficult to uuderftand how it is poſlib.c co run him 


- * through it, 
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Why doſt thou leave me in the (1) Dark alone, 
When well thou knoweſt lam afraid of Spirits? 
King. Oh Dollalolla do not blame my Love; 

I hop'd the Fumes of laſt Night's Punch had laid 
Thy lovely Eye lids faſt, But, Oh! I find 
1hcrc is no Power in Drams, to quiet Waves 
Each Morn, as the returning Sun, they wake. 

And thine upon their Husbands. 

Qucen. Think, Oh think! 
What a Surprize it muſt be to the Sun, 
Riſing, to find the vaniſh'd World away. 
What leſs can be the wretched Wife's Surprize, 
When, ſtretching out her Arms to fold thee taſt, 
She folds her uſeleſs Bolſter in her Arms. 
(n) Think, think on that — Oh! think, think well 
on that. 

1 do remember alſo to have read 
(zz) In Dryden's Gvid's Metamorphoſis, 
Thar Jeve in Form inanimate did Jy. 
Wich beaurtcouus Darae; and truſt me, Love, 
(% fear'd rhe Lolſter might have been a Jove. 


King. Come tv my Arms, mult virtuous of thy Sex 


Oh Dollalsila ! were all Wives like thee, 

So many Husbends never had worn Horns. 

Shou'd Huncamuneca of thy Worth partake, 

Tom Thumb indeed were bleſt. Oh fatal Name! 
For didſt thou know one Quarter What 1 know, 


Ihen 


— — 


(0 Oaria is of the ſame fearful Temper with Del lalolla; 
1 nrver durſt in Darueſs be alone. 


(i) Ten well of this, thins that, think every way. 


Sophonisba. 
fn) Theſe Y 


Cyotations are more uſual in the Cuniick than 


un the Trag'ck W:irers, 


(,) This D: bref, (lays Mr, D-----) I muſt allew to be ex 


tremely beaut ſil, and tends to heben the vertren, Charaler of 
Do!laiclla, 160. 1s fo t edu del tate, that e 15 in the higheſt 
Af chenſian from the man'mate Embrate of a Boller. An Ex 
emple werthy of Imitation from all gur Writers vj Tragedy. 


Ind. Emp. 


—— — ow. 
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Then would'ſt thou know — Alas! what thou would'ſt 
— know ! 
Queen. What can I gather hence? Why doſt thou 
ſpeak 
Like Mei who carry Raree-Shows about, 
Now you ſhall ſee, Gentlemen. what you ſhall ſees 
O tell me more, or thou haſt told too much. 


SCENE V. 


King, Qucen, Noodle. 


Nood. Long Life attend your Majeſty's ſerene, 
Great Arthur, King. and Dollalolla, Queen! 
Lord Grixzle With a bold. rebe lious Crowd, 
Advances to the Palace, thrcatning loud, 
Unleſs the Princels be deliver'd ſtraight. * 
And the victorious Ihumb, without his Pate, C 
They are reloly'd to barter down the Gate. F 


SUENE VI. 
King, Queen, Huncamunca, Noodle, 


King. See where the Princeſs comes! Where is Tm 
Thumb, | 
Hunc, Oh! Sir, about an Hour and half ago 
He ſallied out to encouiter with the Foe, 
And ſwore, unle's his kate had him miſled, L 
From Gr-z&/e's Shou'iders to cut off his Head, 7 
And ſerve't up wüh your Chocolate in Bed. J 
Kino. „wel, | ftid one Devil told us both. 
Come Dollalolla, Huncamunca, come, 
Within we'll wait for the victurious Thumb; 
In Pcave and Safety we. ſecure may ſtay, 
While 20 his Arm we truſt the bloody Fray; 


Ihe“ 
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Tho' Men and Giants ſhould conſpire with Gods, 
) He is alone equal to all theſe Odds. 

Queen. He is indeed, a (q) Helmet to us all, 
While he ſupports, we need not fear to fall; 
His Arm diſpatches all things to our Wiſh, : 
And ſerves up every Foe's Head in a Diſh, 
Void is the Miſtreſs of the Houſe of Care, 
While the good Cook preſents the Bill of Fare; 
Whether the Cod, that Northern King of Fiſh, 
Or Duck, or Gooſe, or Pig, adorn the Diſh; 
No Fears the Number of her Gueſts aftord, 
but at her Hour ſhe ſees the Dinner on the Board. 


SCEN E VII. a Plain. 


Lord Grizzle, Foodle, and Rebels. 


Grix. Thus far our Arms with Victory arecrown'd; 
For tho' we have not fought, yet we have found 
(r) No 


a 


2 


() Credat Fudens Avpelles 
Non ego- - (Says Mr. D.) -----For, paſſing over the 
«Abſurdity of being equal to Odds, can we poſſibly ſuppoſe a little 
in ſignificant Fellowy---==- J ſay again, à little inſignificant Fellow 
able to vie with a Strength which all the Sampſons and Hercu- 
les“ of Antiquity would be unable to encounter. 

I ſhall refer this incredulous Critick to Mr. Dryden's De- 
fence of his Almanzor; and left that ihould nor ſatisfy him, 
I ſhall quote a few Liues from the Speech of a much brayer 
Fellow than Almanzer, Mr. Fohnſon's .Awilles 

7% Human Race riſe in embattel'd Hoſts, 


To force her from my Arm Oh! Son of Atreus! 
By that immortal Pour, whoſe deathleſs Spiri 
Informs this Earth, 1 will oppoſe them all. victim. 


() I have heard of being ſupported by a Staff (ſays Mr. D.) 
but never of buing (ſupported by an Helmet, I believe he never 
heard of Sailing with Wings, which he may read in no leſs a 


Foet than Mr, Dryden | 
Unleſs we borrow Wings, and ſail thre Air. 
| Love Triumphant, 
What 


: 
? 


. Ak” — 
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(r) No Enemy to fight withall. 
Foodle. Yer I, | 
Methinks would willingly avoid this Day, 
(5) This Fiſt of April, to engage cur Foes, 


Griz. This Day, of all the Days of th' Year, I'd 
chooſe, 


For on this Day my Grandmother was born. 


Gods! 1 will make Tom Thumb an April Fool; 


(Will teach his Wit an Errand it ne'er knew, 
And ſend it Poſt to the Elyſan Shades. 
Food. I'm glad to find our Army is fo ſtout, 
Nor does it move my Wonder lets than Joy. 
Grix. (u) What Friends we have, and how we came 
ſo ſtrong, 


III ſoftly tell you as we march along. 


SCENE 


— 


What will he ſay to a kneeling Valley? 


— — mmm Pil tand 
Like a ſafe Valley, that low bends the Mee, | 
Tos ſme aſpiring Mountain, Injur'd Love. 


Iam aſham'd of ſo ignorant a Carper, who doth not know 
that an Epithet in Tragedy is very often no other than an 
Expletive, Do not we read in the New Sophonisea of grind- 
ing Chains, blue Plagues, white Occaſions, und blue Serenity? 
Nay, 'tis not the Adjective only, but ſometimes half a Sen- 
rence is put by way of Expletive, as, Beauty pointed hh with 
Spirit, in the ſame Play----and, In the Lap of Bleſſing, to be 
moſt cur/t, In the Revenge. 

(r) A Vittory like that of Almanzer. | 
Almanzor rs 1:6 37:01:15 without Fizht, Conq. of Granada. 

() Well have we thoſe an happy Day for Fight, 

For every Man in courſe of Time has found, 


Some Days ore la K , ſome unfortunate, K. Arthur. 
(:) We read of ſuch another in Lee; 


Tea h his rude Wit a Flight ſhe never made, ; 
And end her Poſt to the Elylian Shade. Gloriana. 
(4) Theſe Lines are copied verbatim in the Indian Emperor. 


43 The Life and Death of 


SCENE VIIL 
- Thunder and Lightning. 


Tom Thumb, Glumdalca cum ſuis. , 


Thumb. Oh, Noodle! haſt thou ſcen a Day like this? 
(x) The unborn Thunder rumbles o'er our Heads, 
(y) As if the Gods meant to unhinge the World; 

And Heaven and Earth in wild Confuſion hurl 
Let; will I boldly tread the totr'ring Ball. 

Merl. Tom Thumb, 

Thumb. What Voice is this I hear? 

Merl. Tom Thumb ! 

Thumb. Apain it calls. 

Merl, Tom Thumb! 

Glum. It calls again. 

Thumb. Appear, whoe'er thou art, I fear thee not. 

Merl. Thou haſt no Cauſe to fear, I am thy Friend, 
Merlin by Name, a Conjurer by Trade, 

And to my Art thou doſt thy Being owe. 
Thumb. How! | 
Merl. Hear then the myſtick Getting of Tom Thumb 


(z) His Father was a Ploughman plain, 

His Mother milk'd the Cow ; 

And yet the Way to get a Son, 

This Couple knew not how. 

Until ſuch Time the good old Man 
To learxed Merlin goes, 

And there ts him in great Diſireſs, 
In ſecret Manner ſhows, 


— 14 


f 
Li 
[ n 


How 
"@s) Unborn Thunder rolling in a Cloud. Conq. of Granada, 
O) Were Heaven and Earth in wild Confuſion hurl'd, 
Should the raſh Gods unhinge the rolling World, 
Undaunted, would I tread the toti'ring Rell. , f 
cruſb d, but unconquer d, in the dreadful Fall. | ; 
EY in Female Warrior. 
(z) See the Hiſtery of Tem Thumb, pag. 2. 
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How in his Heart he wiſh'd to have ; 
A Child in Iime to come, 
To be his Heir, tho* ut might bs 
No biger than his Thumb : 
Of which old Mcriin was foretold, 
That he his Wiſh ſhould have 


And ſoa on of Stature ſmall, 
Ihe Charmer to him gave. 


Thou'ſt heard the paſt, look up and ſee the future. 

a a) Loſt in Amazement's Gulph, my Senſes 

ink; 
See there Glumdalca, ſee another (by Me? 

Glum. O Sight of Horror! ſee, you are devour'd 
By the expanded Jaws of a red Cow. 

Merl. Let not theſe Sights deter thy noble Mind, 
(c) For lo! a Sight more glorious courts thy Eyes; 
Sce from a far a Theatre ariſc; 

There, Ages yet unborn, ſhall Tribute pay , 
To the Heroick Actions of this Day: 

Then busk in Tragedy at length Hall chooſe 
Thy Name the beſt Supporter of her Mule. 

Thumb. Enough, let every warlike Muſick ſound, 
We fall contented, if we fall renoun'd, 


SCENE 
(09 —— Amazement ſwallows up my Senſe, 
And in ih tmpetuous Whirl of circling Fate, 
Drinks dun my Reaſon, rerfian Princeſs, 


(* — I have oatfaced n ſelf, 
What! am I two? Is there austher Mc? K. Arthur, 
(c) The Character of Mey /;m is wondertul throughout, but 
muſt ſo in this Prophetick Pact. We find ſeveral of theſe 
Prophecies in the Tragick Authors, who frequently take this 
Opportunity to pay 4 Compliment to their Countiy, and 
ſometimes to their Yrinee, None but our Author (who 
ſeems to haye deteſted the leaſt Appearance of Fla te: 


would have paſt by {ych an Opportunity of being a polixical 
Frophet. 
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S CEN E IX. 


Tord Grizzle, Foodle, Rebels on one Side, Tom 
Thumb, Glumdalca, ox the other. 
Food. At length the Enemy advances nigh, 
(4) I hear them with my Ear, and ſee them with my 
Eye. 
Grix. Drive all your Swords, for Liberty we fight, 
(e) And Liberty the Muſtard is of Life, 
Thumb. Are you the Man whom Men fam'd Grizz/z 
name? | 
Griz.(f) Are you the much more fam'd Tom Thumò? 
Tumb. The {ame. 
Grix. Come on, our Worth upon our ſ{clycs we'! 
prove, 
For Liberty I fight. 
Thumb. And I for Love. 

A bloody Engagment between the two Armies here, 
Drums beating, Trumpets ſeunding, Thunder 
and Lighiniug.— They fight off and on ſeveral 
times. Some fall, Grizzlies and Glumdalca re- 
main. 

; : Glum. 


* —— 
— „ 


(4) I ſaw the Villain, Myton, with theſe Les I ſaw 2 

Buſiris. 
In both which Places it is intimated, that it is ſometimes 
poſſible to ſee with other Eyes than your own, 

() This Maſtard (ſays Mr. D.) is enough to turn one's Slo- 
mach I Wauld be glad to know what Idea ths Author had in kis 
Head when he wrote it, This will be, I believe, beſt explain- 
ed by a Line of Mr. Dennis; | 

And gave hm Vibe, the Salt of Life. Liberty aſſerted' 
The Underſtanding that can digeit the one, will not xiſe at 
the other. | | 
(J) Han, Are you the Chief, whom Men fam'd Scipio call? 

Scip. Are you the much mere famous Hannibal? 
Hannib. 
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Glum. Turn, Coward, turn, nor from a Woman fly. 
Grix. Away — thou art tos ignoble for my Arm. 
Glum. Have at thy Heart. 
Grix. Nay then, I thruſt at thine. 
Glum. You puſh too well, you've run me thro' the 
Guts, 
And I am dead. | 
Grix. Then there's an End of One. | 
Thumb. When thou art dead, then there's an End of 
Iwo, | 
Villain. 
Griz. Tom Tumb ! © 
Thumb. Rebel! 
Griz.. Tom-Thumb! © 
Griz. Huncamunca! 
Thumb. Thou haſt it there. 
Grix. Too ſure l feel it. | 
Thumb. To Hell then, like a Rebel as you are, 
And give my Service to the Rebels there. 
Grix. Triumph not, Ihamb, nor think thou ſhalt 
en] : 
Thy Huncamunca undiſturb'd, [Il ſend 
() My Ghoſt to fetch her to the other World; 


— 


(g) Dr. Toung ſeems to have copied this Engagement in his 
Bui 
Myr, Villain“ 
Mem. Myron! 
My. Rebel ! 
Mem, Myron! 
Myr. Hell! | 
Mem. Mandane! 


) This laſt Speech of my Lord Grizz/e hath been of- 


As Life, and when L fes gone, I'II hold this laſt 
Ang / thou tak Au from me when Pm ſlam, 
PH ſeud may Chet, wid Fetch it back again. 
Cong. of Granada 
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(i) It (hall but bade Heaven, and 


then return. . 


(k) But ha! 1 feel Death rumbling in my Brains, 
() Some kinder Spright knocks ſoftly at my Soul. 


And gently whiſpers it-ro haſte away: 


- 


1 come; | come. moſt willingly I come. | 


( So; when ſome City Wife, for 


Country Air, 


To Hampſtead, or to High. gate does rep: 
Her, to make haſte, her Husband does implore, - 
And cries, My ear the Coach is at the Door. 


With equal Wifh deſirous to be 22 


She gets into the Coach, and then ſhe 


Cries — Drive on 


Thumb. Wich thoſe laſt Words (n) he vomited his 


„ Soul. 


Which, (e) like whipt Cream, the Devil will ſwallow. 


down. 
Bear off the Body, and cut off the 


Head, 


Which I will to the King in Triumph lug; 
Rebellion's dead, aud now IN go to Breakfaſt- 


SCENE: 


—_— — —— — 


9 * — 


{i) My Soul ſpould with ſuch Speed obey, 
It ſhauld not bait at Heaven to flop 15 way.- 


les ſeems to have this laſt in his Eye; 


Tu ai not my Purpoſe, Sir, to tarry there, 


I wou'd but ge to Heaven to take the Aur, 
(A) Ani Vapour rumbling in my Brains, Cleomenes, 
Some kind Spritht knocks ſoftly at my Soul, 


a7 


To tell me Fate f at hand. 


Glorians, i 


(n) Mr. Dryden ſeems to have had this .Simite.in-his Eye. 


when he ſayss. 
My Soul is packing up, and juſt 


Gs.) Ani in « purple Vomit pen d his Sout.. 
. ) Tee Devil ſwallows vulgar Sonls. , 


Likg ub , Cream... 


an 'n. | 
Conqueſt of Granada. 
C leomenes. F 


Sebaſtian. 


Tom: Thumb the Greats. 5%: 


King, Queen, Huncamunca, and Courtiers. 


Xing. Open the Priſons, ſet the Wretched frer,. 
And bid our Treaſurer dizburſe fix. Pounds 
Toe pay their Dobtꝭ Let no one weep To - day. 
Come, Dollalolla; (v) Curſe that odious Name? 
It is ſo long, it asks an Hour to ſpeak it. | 
By Heavens! l' change it into Doll, or Toll, 
Or any other civil Monoſyllable 
That will not tire my Tongue. — Come, fit thee 
down, 
Here ſeated, let us view the Dancer's Sports; 
Bid *em advance, This is the Wedding Day 
Of Princeſs Huncamunca and Tom Thumb; | 
Tom Thumb! who wins two Victories (q) To-day, 
And this way marches, bearing Grizzle's Head. 
A Dance here. 
Nood, Oh! monſtrous, dreadful, terrible, Oh! Oh! 
D.af be my Ears, for ever blind, my Eyes 
Dumb be my. Tongue! Feet lame! All Senſes loſt! 
(r) Howl Wolves, grunt Bears, hiſs Snakes, ſhriek all 
ye. Ghoſts! 5 
k F 2 in. 


MM... ad... 


— A 


(>) How could I curſe my Name of Ptolemy ! 
It ts ſe long, it at an Hour to write it. 
By Hevn, change it inte Jove, or Mars, 
Or any other civil Monofyllable, 
That will nat tire my Hand. Cleomenes. 
(4) Here is a viſible Conjunction of two Days in one, by 
#hich our Author may have either intended an Emblem of 
a Wedding; or to inſinuate, that Men in the Honey-moon 
are apt to imagine Time ſhorter than it is, It brings iuto 
my Mind a Paſſage in the Comedy call'd the coe Howſe Pe- 
liticran, , 
We will celebrate this Day at my Houſe to Morrow. 
(r) Theſe beautiful Phrafes are all to be found in ene 
lingle Speech of King Arthur, ot The Bririſb Warthy.. 
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King. What does the Blockhead mean? 
Nood. | mean, my Liege 


0 2 
(s) Only to grace my Tale with decent Horror; 
Whilſt from my Garret, twice two Stories high, 
I look'd abroad into the Streets below; 
I ſaw. Im Thumb attended by the Meb, 
Twice Twenty Shoe Boys, twice two Dozen Links, 
Chairmen and Porters, Hackney-Coachmeng Whores; 
Aloft he bore the grizly Head of Grixæle; 
When of a ſudden thro? the Streets there came 
A Cow, of larger than the uſual Size, : 
And in a Moment— gueſs, Oh! gueſs the reſt ! 
And in a Moment ſwallow'd up Torr Thumb. | 
King. Shut up again the Priſons, bid my-Treaſurer- 
Not give three Farthings out. — hang all the Culprizs, 
Guilty or not—no matter Raviſh Virgins, 
Go bid the Schoolmaſters whip all their Boys; 
Let Lawyers, Parſons and Phyſicians looſe, 
To rob, impoſe or, and to kill-the World, 
Nood. Her Majeſty the Queen is- in a Swoon:: 
Queen. Not ſo much in a Swoon, but I have ſtill 
Strength to reward the Mefſlenger of ill News. 


; Kills. Noodle.: 
Nood. Oh! I am ſhin. 
Cie. My Lover's kill'd, I will revenge hin fo. 

* | | Kiils the Queen. 
Hunc. My Mamma kill'd! vile Murthereſs, beware. 
[ Kills Clcota. 

Dod. This for an old Grudge, to thy Heart. 

. { Kills Huncamunca. 
Miſt. And this 


I drive to-thine, Oh Doodle! for a new one. 
Eres [ Kills Doodle. 


King. 


—————_ 


(:) IT was bat teaching him to grace his Tale 
With decent Horror, Cleomenes. 
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_ Xing, Ha! Murthereſs vile, take that [ Kills Muſt. 
90 And take thou this. [ Kills himſelf, and falls. 

o when the Child whom Nurſe from Danger guards, 
Sen ds Jack for Muſtard with a Pack of Cards; 
Kings, Queens and Knaves, throw one another down, 
ill che whole Pack lies ſcatter'd and o'erthrown 
So all our Pack upon the Floor is caſt, 
And all I boaſt is—thar 1 fall the laſt, [Dies. 


— 2 8 . — 


- — Ct. 
— 


(t) We may ſay with Dryden, 
Death did at length ſo many Slain forget, 
Ad lift the Tale, and took, them by the Great. 
I know of no Tragedy which comes nearer to this charming 
and bloody Cataſtropne, than Clcomenes, where the Curtain 
covers five principal Charatters dead on the Stage, Theſe 
Lines too, | 
1 ash no Queſtions then, of Who lilPd Who? 
The Bodies teil the Story as they lie. 3 
ſeem to have belonged more properly to this Scene of ous 
Author,-----Nor can I help imagiuing they were originally 
his, The Rival Ladies too ſcem benolden to this Scene; 
We're now à Chain of Lrwvers linkd in Death, 
Julia g-es firſt, Gonſalvo hangs on her, Pl 
And Angelina hangs upon Gonſalvo, 
en Angelina. 5 
No Scene, I believe, ever received greater Honouts than this, 
fr was applauded by ſeyeral Encere:, a Word very unuſual in 
Tragedy - And it was yo difficult for the Actois to e- 
ſcape without a ſecond Slaughter. This 1 take to be a live- 
ly Aſſurance of that fierce Spirit ot Liberty which remains 
among us, and which Mr. Lyyden in his Ee, on Dramatis 
Peetry hatin obſerved Whether Cujtom (lays he) hath ſe 
inſinuated it ſelf into our Coun:rymen, or Nature hath jo formed 
them to Frerceneſi, I knew not, but they will ſcarcely ſuſſer Com= 
bats, and other Objetls of Horror, to be taken from them 


. 
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And indeed I am for having them encouraged in this Mar- 


tial Diſgoſition: Nor do I believe our Victories over the 
French have been owing to any thing more than to thoſe 
bloody Spectacles daily exhibited in our Tragedies, of which 
Che French Stage is ſo entire ly clear, : 
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